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TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 
THE 


PRINCE. 


0 


Six, 


Wairrzs, who mean no Int'reſt, but their Arts; 
Of undepending Minds, and ſtedfaſt Hearts, 
Diſclaiming Hopes will empty Forms neglect; 
Nor need PRRMIs S107 addreſs Reſpect. 


Frank, as the manly Faith of ancient Time, 
Let Truth, for once, approach the Great, in Rhyme! 
Nor Public Benefit, miſguided, ſtray, 
Becauſe a Private Wiſher Points its May. 


If wond'ring, here, your Greatneſs condeſcends 
To aſk, What's HE, who thus, uncall'd, attends ? 
Smile, at a Suitor, who, in Courts, untrac'd, 


Pleas'd, if oerlook'd, thus owns his humble Taſte.— 


Vow'd an Unenvier of the buſy Great; 
Too plain for Flatt'ry ; and, too calm for Hate: 
Hid to be Happy; who furveys, unknown, 
The pow'rleſs Cottage, and the peaceleſs Throne; 
A filent Subject to His own Controul ; 
Of active paſſions, but unyielding Soul; 
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Engroſs'd by NO Purſuits, amus'd by All; 
But, deaf as Adders, to Ambition's Call : 
Too Free, for Pow'r, Cor Prejudice) to wix, 
And, ſafely lodging Liberty wirnix. 


Pardon, Great Prince! th* unfaſhionable ſtrain, 
T hat ſhuns to dedicate ; nor ſeeks to gain : 


That (ſelf.reſigning) knows no narrow View z 
And but for Public Ble/ings, courts ev'n YOU ! 


Late a bold Tracer of your meaſur'd Mind, 
( While, by the mournful SCENE, to Grief inclin' d, 
J. ſaw your Eloquence of Eyes confeſs 
Soft Senſe of BELvipeRA's deep Diſtreſs, 
Prophetic thence, fore-deem'd the rifing Years ; 
And hail'd a Harey NaTiox in Your [ears ! 


. 0h!—nobly touch? d!-—th' inſpiring Pleaſures chooſe, 
Snatch from the ſable Wave, the finking Musk! 
Charming, be charm d the Stage*s Anguiſb heal: 
And teach a languid People how to feel. 


Then her full Soul ſhall Ta AG Pow'r impart, 


And reach Three Kingdoms in their Prince's Heart 


Lightneſs, diſclaim'd, ſhall bluſh itſelf away: 

And rear ning SExSsE reſume forgotten Sway. 

Love, Courage, Loyalty, Taſle, Honour, Truth, 
FTlaſb'd from the Scene, re-charm our liſt ning Youth - 
And, Virtues (by Your Influence form'd) ſuſtain 

T he future Glories of their Founder's Reign. 


— — —— . e 


— 
Nor l. 


Migu 
Strong 
And 


IWhile 
The | 
Beyon 
And / 


DEDICATION. v 


— — 


Nor let due Care of a protected Stage, 

Migudg'd Amuſement, but ſpare Hours engage ; 

Strong, ſerious 'TrxuUTHs, the manly Muſe diſplays ; 

And leads charm'd Reaſon through thoſe Aow'ry 
Ways. | 

While HisTory*s cold Care but Facts inrolls, 

The Musk {fperſuaſive) ſaves the pidur'd Souls! 

Beyond all Egypt's Gums, embalms Mankind : 

And flamps the living Features of the Mind. 


Time can ęjed the Sons of Pow'r, from Fame; 
And He, who gains a World, may LosE his Name. 
But cheriſh'd Arts inſure immortal Breath : 

And bid their prop'd Defenders tread on Death. 


Look back, lov'd Prince! on Age's ſunk in ſhade! 
And feel, what DARKNESS abſent Genius made! 
Think on the dead Fore-fillers of your Place! 
Think on the ftern Firſt-founders of your Race! 
And, where loſt Story /leeps in filent Night ; 

Charge to their Want of Taſte, their Want of Licur, 


IWhen, in your riſing Grove, (uo Converſe nigh) 
Black EpwarD's awful Buſt demands your Eye, 
Think, from what Cauſe blind Chronicles DEFAME 
The groſs-told Tow'rings of that dreadful Name / 
Search him, thro' Fax c; And supros him ſhown 
By the long Glories to the Muss known: 

Shining, diſclos'd :—o'ertrampling Death*s Controul ! 
And, opening, backward, All his Depth of Soul! 
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Then,—breathe a conſcious Sigh to mourn his Fate, 
Who form'd no Writers, like his Spirit Great! 
Tolimn his living Thoughts—paſt Fame renew; 
And build Him Honours they reſerve for Lou 


{ am, 
With profound Reſpe8, 
SIR, 
Your Royal Hicnness's 
Naſt humble, 
And obedient Servant, 
A. HILL. 
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He who can ſurvey the recorded life of this gentle- 
man, without exultation, muſt be dead to virtue ; 
He, who is not proud of the luftre it reflects upon 


his ſpecies, feels nothing of the enthuſiaſm that 
warms into kindred excellence. 


Aaron HIIL was a native of the Capital, and 
born in Beaufort-Buildings, Strand, on the 10th 
of February, 1684-5. Paternally, his exemplar was 
4 bad one, for his father Gzoxcs HILL, Eſq. was 
laviſh and indiſcreet, and the legal right to a property 
of 2000). a year, which would have devolved upon 


him, his Father ſo involved as to render 1 it * no value 
to the family. 


Tux young gentleman, however thus unfor- 
tunate, was well gifted other ways; he was adorned 
by much mental power, and promptitude that 
carried that power to the beſt account—his mind 
was formed for enterprize, inventive and indefati- 
gable. He had ſcarcely gone through Weſtminſter, 
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and completed his 14th year, when he ſought 


after fortune in other climes, and ſurely with a 
ſufficient diſregard of diſtance, for he undertook 
a voyage to Conſtantinople —His expected advance- 
ment was baffled by a mean woman as far as was 
pecuniary, but the advancement in the beſt know- 
ledge, the ſavoir vivre, he who mix'd ſo much with 
varicty of character, and poſleſs'd the mind of A aro 
HILL, could not but find a commodity readily con- 
vertible into wealth. 


Few men have been more multifarious in pur- 
ſuit than this—For He made plays, who could alſo 
make Beech oil. Among his ſtruggles after pre- 
eminence he ſought to rival the Ruſſians in Fol 
aſbes—and the Highlander firit ventured down the 
Spey upon Floats at the fuggeſtion and example 
of Hitt. —He cut down foreſts of timber that 
Jonxsox could never have diſcovered, and ſhewed 
the Engliſh builder, that Scottiſh timber was per- 
fectly applicable to ſhip-building.—He was occu- 
pied at once by the cultivation of the art of acting, 
and that of planting, and his imagination vibrated 
between South Carolina and the Theatre in the 
Haymarket. 


HILL was one of thoſe with whom Por com- 
menced a war, that diſhonoured his great talents 
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For ſomething, or for nothing, he made H1LL dive, 
and ariſe without ſpot from the mud of dulneſs; and 
the retort of HIL ſhould be remembered as the 
keeneſt characteriſtic of Poee's literary life. 


Tuneful Alx xis, on the Thames' fair ſide, 

The ladies“ play- thing, and the muſes” pride, 
With merit popular, with wit polite, 

Eaſy though vain, and elegant though light, 
Deſiring and deſerving others praiſe, 

Poorly accepts a fame he ne'er repays : 

Unborn to cheriſh, $SNEAKINGLY APPROVES, 
And wants the ſoul to ſpread the worth he lover. 


I rave little more to add to this mention, but 
that in marriage he was happy, and he deſerved 
his happineſs ;—he was ſtudious, and his labour 
was not in vain; he attracted the love of man, 
and it is imagined lived ſtrictly that life which he 
believed moſt acceptable to Gony.—AQive uſeful- 
neſs attended him till he died, this happened in 
1750. The ſhock of the great earthquake imme- 
diately preceded a ſhock to him fatal. 


He died in his 65th year, and was interred in 
the ſame grave with his lady in Weſtminſter Ab- 
ey. His dramatic pieces are the following: 


SR oo iin 
Walking Statue 1710 Fatal Viſion - 1916 
Trick upon Trick < Henry . — 1723 
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Athelwold — 1732 
Zara - — 1735 
Alira — 1736 


Merope oy by 1749 
Roman Revenge „„ 
Inſolvent - - 1758 


Merlin in Love - 1759 
Muſes in Mourning = 1759 
Snake in the Graſs - 1759 
Saul - 

Daranes - 

Fatal Extravagance. 
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Ir it were merely from the ground-work of the 
Piece that. this Play ſhould be eſtimated, much of our 
Admiration would abate—Religious Differences are 
now neither felt with that Horror, nor do they, thank 
Heaven, produce now the Miſeries that Bigotry and 
Ipnorance formerly originated. 


Bur Zara has other and ſtrong Claims—from the 
natural delineation of the Paſſions. M. VoLTaire 
was the Original Author, but even his Play is an 
Engliſh one, and the French Stage grew animated by 
the Transfuſion of the manly Energy of Shakſpeare. 
The preſent is obviouſly an elegant liberal Tranſlation 
from the Zaire of Voltaire, with ſome trivial Alte- 
rations of Names and Sentiments. 


In this Piece Mrs. Cinntk made her Theatrical dèbut 
is the Charadter of Zara. 
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PREFACE 
TO THE READER. 


_ — 


Tus Beauties of Nature will be Beauties everlaſlingly. 
If they are, ſometimes, eclipſed by a Cloud of ill 


Accidents, they diſperſe the dark Screen; and, again, 
become amiable. 


Bur, unwilling to ſuppoſe, we are, now, under In- 
fluence of ſuch a Cloud, with regard to Dramatical 
Taſte, I thought it more decent, (and jufter ) to charge 
its Degeneracy to the STAGE, than to the Genius of 
the Nation. 


AccounTiNG in this Manner for the Defea, I 
have often taken Pleaſure, (when turning my Search 
towards a Remedy) to conſider it, as no improbable 
Hope, that Youxs Aclors and Adraſer, beginning, 
unſeduced by ArFECTED ExamPLEs, might go ſome 


Length, towards what has been ſaid of a celebrated 
Writer — 


% Whoreach'd Perfection, in bis firſt Eſſay.“ 


Ir required, methought, but the Aſſiſtance of a lively 
Imagination, joined to an eaſy, and natural Poæver; 
with a reſolute Habitude, to Be, for an Hour or two, 
the very Perſons they would ſeem. — Such a Founda- 
tion for accompliſhed Acting, lies ſo open, and ſo 
elearly in Nature, that they, who find it at all, muſt dil- 
cover it at ii: Becauſe, when Men are once got cn. 
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of the Road, they, who travel the fartheſt, have but 
moſt Length of Way to ride back again. 


Yer, the Intereſted in Playhouſes were ſo poſitive 
in the contrary Sentiment, that they ſubmitted to re- 
verence, as a Maxim, this extraordinary Conceſhon, 
« 'That Afors muſt be twenty Years ſuch, before they can 
expect to be Maſters of the Air, and Tread of the Stage.” 


Now, there is but one View, in Nature, wherein I 


-was willing to admit of this Argument: I was forced 


to confeſs, I had ſeen ſome particular Stage Airs, and 
Stage Freads, which 2 Man of good Senſe might, in- 
deed, waſte a long Life, in endeavouring to imitate, 


and, at laſt, loſe his Labour ! 


Howevex, ſince an Opinion, in Oppoſition to theſe 
Gentlemen's, wanted Weight to make That believed 
poſſible, which had not, yet, been reduced into Prac- 
tice, I took a ſudden Reſolution, actually to try, Wo 
was in the Right, by attempting the ExetrimenT,— 
This, I know, was a deſign, which, ſucceeding, would 
not fail to give Pleaſure to the Public; and, which, 


miſcarrying, could produce no worſe Conſequence, than 


my particular Mortification. 


I imagined it reaſonable to found a Trial, of this 
Nature, rather on a New Play, than an Old one: 
And, as it ought to be a Play of unqueſtionable Merit, 
it muſt have been Preſumption, and Vanity, to have 
caſt a Thought toward any Thing, of my own—Upon 


the Whole, that I might keep out of the Reach either 


of Prejudice, or Partiality, a Foreign Production ſeemed 
the propereſt Choice; and the ZAIRE, of Monſieur 
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de Volkaire, offered me every thing that Nature could 
do, on the Part of the Poet: But, I had ſtill ſome- 
thing to auiſb, with regard to that other Part of her In- 
fluence, which depended on the Player. 


I had (of late) among the reſt of the Town, bees 
deprived of all rational Pleaſure from the Theatre, I» 
a monſtrous and unmoving Afe#ation : Which, 
choaking up the Ayenues to Faſſion, had made Tragedy 
FORBIDDING, and HORRIBLE ! 


I was deſpairing to ſee a Carrection of this Folly ; 
when 1 found myſelf unexpectedly re- animated, by the 
War which the PRomeTEx has proclaimed, and is now 
weekly waging againſt the Ranters and Whiners of the 
Theatre; after having undertaken to reduce the Adar“ 
loft Art, into PxixncieLEs, with Deſign, by reconcil- 
ing them to the touching and ſpirited Medium, to re- 
form thoſe wild Copies of Life, into ſome Reſemblanse 
at leaſt of their Originals. 


Tnus, confirmed in my Sentiments, I ventured on 
the Caſt of two Capital Characters, into Hands, not 
di iſabled, by Cuſtom and obſtinate Frezuchee, from 
purſuing the Plain Tra# of NaTvRE. * 


Ir was eaſy to induce OsMan, (as he is a Relation 
of my own, and but too fond of the Amuſement,) to 


make Trial how far his Delight in an Art I ſball ne- 


ver allow him to praiſe, might enable him to ſupply 
one Part of the Proof, that, to imitate Nature, we muſt 
proceed bon Natural Principles. 


Ar the ſame Time, it happened, that Mrs. CI BER 
was fortunately inclinable to exert her inimitable Ja- 
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lents, in additional Aid of my Purpoſe, with View to 
continue the Pragice of a Profeſhon, for which her Fer- 
/an, her Voice, the unaffected Senſibility of her Heart, 
(and her Face, ſo finely diſpoſed for i and ex- 
preſſing the Pas$10Ns) have ſo naturally qualified her. 
AND, to give this bold Novelty of Deſign all its 
neceſſary Furtherance, Mr. FL.ezTwoonp, who pro- 
teſles the moſt generous Inclinations for /mprovement of 
his troubleſome Province, very willingly concurred in 
whatever could, on his Part, be of Uſe to the Experiment. 
BznroLD, in this little Detail, from what Motive I 
have taken upon me to throw one of the ſineſt of 
French Plays upon the Public. —If my Expectations 
are not ſtrangely deceived, it will be found, by the 
Event, whether our Taſte for true Tragedy is declined; 
or the true Art of acting it forgotten. 


From the Fi I can have nothing to conclude, 
but that my Judgment has been wweat, and miſtaken. 


Bur, if the Laſt proves the Caſe, I ſhall flatter my- 
ſelf, that thoſe Perſons of Quality, from whoſe ima- 
ginary Want of Diſcernment ſome People have not 
bluſhed to DERIVE their dull Qualities, will, in Right of 
their inſulted Underſtanding, t£xacT, for the future, a 
warm and toilſome Exertion, of the Strong and the 
Natural, though at the CosT of the Lazy and Aſected. 


Tuis would awaken, at once, the Reflection of ma- 
ny, who have it in their Powez to be moving, and 
natural Actors; and, by effectually convincing them, 
that their preſent Opinion is <vrong, bring 'em over 
(for their own, and the Public Advantage) to em- 
brace and ſucceed by a Neu one. 
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' SUCH a Step towards reforming the Theatre, would 
draw on, (as a Conſequence) many of its nobler In. 
provements— For, where Emotions are keeneſt, the De- 
hight becomes greateſt; and to whatever moſt charms, we 
moſt cloſely adhere, and encourage it moſt actively. 


Ir, in tranſlating this excellent Tragedy, I have re- 


garded in ſome Places the Soul, and in others the Lei- 


ter of the Original, Monſieur de Voltaire, who has made 
himſelf a very capable Fudge both of our Language and 
Cuſlomt, will indulge me that Latitude; except he 
ſhould, in obſerving ſome Alterations J have made, in 
his Names and his Diction, forget that their Motives are 
to be found in the Turn of our National Difference. 


After what I have faid of the Playhouſes, it would 
be. Injuſtice not to declare, that I exclude from the 
Cenſure of ſpeaking or acting unnaturally, any one of 
the Perſons who have been caſt into ZARA—And 
in particular, I muſt ſay This of TWO of them; 
that Mr. MiLwazD, who is already a very excellent, 
and hourly riſing. to be an accompliſhed Actor, has a 


Voice that both comprehends, and expreſſes, the ut- 


moſt Compaſs of Harmoxy.—And Mr. CißBER 
diſcerningly purſued through the numberleſs Extent of 
his Walks, is an Actor of as unlimited a Compaſs of 
GENn1vs, as ever I ſaw on the Stage; and is barely 
received, as he deſerves, when the Town is %% /a- 
vourable. | 
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Tur French, howe'er mercurial they may ſeem, 
Extinguiſh half their fire, by critic phlegm : 
While Engliſh Writers Nature's Freedom claim, 
And warm their ſcenes with an ungovern'd flame : 
Tie range that Nature never ſhould inſpire 
A Racine's judgment with a Shakſpeare's fre! 
Howe'er to-night —( to promiſe much autre loth 
But—— you've a chance, to have a taſte of both. 
From Engliſh plays, Zara's French author fir'd, 
Confeſs'd his muſe beyond herſelf,. inſpir'd; 
From rack'd Othello's rage he rais'd his flyle, 
And ſnatch'd the brand that lights this tragic pile : 
Zara's ſucceſs his utmoſt hopes outflew, 
And a twice twentieth weeping audience drew. 
As for our Engliſh friend, he leaves to you, 
Whate'er may ſeem to his performance due; 
No views of gain his hopes or fears engage, 
He gives a child of leiſure to the ſtage ; 
Willing to try, if yet, forſaken Nature, 
Can charm, with any one remember*d feature. 
Thus far, the author ſpeaks but now, the player, 
With trembling Heart, prefers his humble prayer. 
To-night, the greateſt venture of my life, 
I. loft or ſav'd, as you receive=a ⁊biſe . 
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1f time, you think, may ripen her to merit, 

With gentle ſmiles, ſupport her waw”ring ſpirit. 
Zara in France, at once an adreſs rais'd, 
Warm'd into ſkill, by being kindly prais'd : 

O] could ſuch wonders here from favour flow, 
How would our Zara's heart with tranſport glow! 
But ſhe, alas ! by juſter fears oppreſi'd, 

Begs but your bare endurance, at the beſt, 

Her unſtilPd tongue would {imple Nature ſpeak, 
Nor dares her bounds, for falſe applauſes break. 
Amidſt a thouſand faults, her beſt pretence 

To pleaſe is unpreſuming innocence. 

When a chaſte beart's diſtreſs your grief demands, 
One filent tear outweighs a thouſand hands, 

If ſhe conveys the pleaſiug paſſions Rid ur, 

Guard and ſupport her, this deciſive night ; 

If fhe mis8TAxEs—or, finds ber ſtrength too ſmall, 
Let interpgſing pity break her fall. 

In you it reſts, to ſave her, or deſtroy, 

If fhe draws tears from Ton, 1 weep—fer Jox. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. * 


DRURY-LANE. 
Men. 
OsMAN, Sultan of Jeruſalem, =» - Mr. Kemble, 
Lu$S1GNAN, /aft of the blood of 12 Chri ifian kings 
of Jeruſalem, - Mr. Benſley. 
NEeRESTAN, - » Mr. Barrymore, 
9 eee ee — Mr. Aickin. 


ORxAs MIN, Miniſter to the Sultan, - - Mr. Packer. 


Melizok, an officer of the Seraglio, - Mr. Phillimore, 


W omen. 
ZARA, - - Miſs Kemble. 
Arn A Slaves to the Sultan, 1 Mrs. Ward. 
— ͤ i— — 
COVENT-GARDEN. 
i Men. 
OSMAN, Sultan of Feruſalem, - - Mr. Wroughton. 
J,US1GNAN, laſt of the blood of _ C bg tings 
of Jeruſalem, - Mr. Henderſon, 
NzRESTAN, - - Mr. Davies. 
8 Fry goers, - - Mr. Hull. 
OrASMIN, Miniſter to the Sultan, - Mr. Fearon. 
MEeL1poR, en officer of the Seraglio, - Mr. Thompſon, 
| Women. 
ZARA — - Mrs. Pope. 
GE a nn. | - Mrs. Inchbald, 


* Theſe were the Dramatis Perſonæ the laſt time of per- 
forming this Piece. 
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ZARA. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


ZARA and SELIMA. 
— ect nn omen <a> 


Selima. 


Ir moves my wonder, young and beauteous Zara, 
Whence theſe new ſentiments inſpire your heart! 
Your peace of mind increaſes with your charms ; 
Tears now no longer ſhade your eyes foft luſtre: 
You meditate no more thoſe happy climes 

To which Nereſtan will return to guide you. 
You talk no more of that gay nation now, 
Where men adoretheir wives, and woman's power 
Draws rev'rence from a poliſh'd people's ſoftneſs : 
Their huſbands? equals, and their lovers? queens ! 
Free without ſcandal ; wiſe without reſtraint 3 

« Their virtue due to nature, not to fear.“ 

Why have you ceas'd to wiſh this happy change? 
A barr'd ſeraglio !—ſad, unſocial life! 
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Scorn'd, and a ſlave! All this has loſt its terror; 
And Syria rivals, now, the banks of Seine! 
Zar. Joys which we do not know, we do not 
wiſh. 
My fate's bound in by Sion's ſacred wall; 
Clos'd from my infancy within this palace, 
Cuſtom has learnt, from time, the power to pleaſe. 
I claim no ſhare in the remoter world, 21 
The ſultan's property, his will my law; 
Unknowing all but him, his power, his fame z 
To live his ſubje& is my only hope. 
All elſe, an empty dream. 

Sel. Have you forgot 
Abſent Nereſtan then? whoſe gen'rous friendſhip 
So nobly vow'd redemption from your chains! 

How oft have you admit'd his dauntleſs foul ! 
Oſman, his conqu'ror, by his courage charm'd, 
Truſted his faith, and on his word releas'd him: 
Tho? not return'd in time we yet expect him. 
Nor had his noble journey other motive, 

Than to procure our ranſom. And is this, 
This dear, warm hope, become an idle dream? 

Zar. Since after two long years he not returns, 
Tis plain his promiſe retch*'d beyond his payer. 
A ſtranger and a flave, unknown, like him, 

Propoſing much, means little ;—talks and vows, 
Delighted with a proſpect of eſcape :— 40 


He promis'd to redeem ten Chrittians more, 
And free us all from ſtavery !—I own 

I once admir'd the unprofitable zeal, 

But now it charms no longer. 
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Sel. What if yet, 

He, faithful ſhould return, and hold his yow ; 
Would you not, then— 

Zar. No matter Time is paſt, 
And every thing is chang'd— 

Sel. But, whence comes this? 

Zar. Go—twere too much to tell thee Zara's 

fate: 
The ſultan's ſecrets, all, are ſacred here: 
But my fond heart delights to mix with thine. 
Some three months paſt, when thou, and other ſlaves, 
Were forc'd to quit fair Jordan's flow'ry bank; 
Heav'n, to cut ſhort the anguiſh of my days, 
Rais'd me to comfort by a pow'rful hand: 
This mighty Oſman! 

Sel. What of him? | 

Zar. This ſultan, 60 
This conqueror of the Chriſtians, loves 

Sel. Whom ? 

Zar. Lara | 
Thou bluſheſt, and I gueſs thy thoughts accuſe me? 
But, know me better ——'twas unjuſt ſuſpicion. 
All emperor as he is, I cannot ftoop 
To honours, that bring ſhame and baſeneſs with *em; 
Reaſon and pride, thoſe props of modeſty, | 
Suſtain my guarded heart, and ſtrengthen virtue 
Rather than fink to infamy, let chains 
Embrace me with a joy, ſuch loye denies :*? 
No——T ſhall now aftopiſh thee ;—his greatneſs 
Submits to own a pure and honeſt flame. 

Among the ſhining crowds, which live to pleaſe him, 
His whole regard is fix'd on me alone: 


— e —F— 
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He offers marriage; and its rites now wait 
To crown me empreſs of this eaſtern world. 

Sel. Your virtue and your charms deſerve it all: 
My heart is not ſurpris'd, but ſtruck to hear it. 

Tf to be empreſs can complete your happineſs, 80 
I rank myſelf, with joy, among your ſlaves. 

Zar. Be ſtill my equal and enjoy my bleſſings; 
For, thou partaking, they will bleſs me more. 

Sel. Alas! but Heaven ! will it permit this mar- 

riage? 

Will not this grandeur, falſely call'd a bliſs, 

Plant bitterneſs, and root it in your heart ? 

Have you forgot you are of Chriſtian blood ? 

Zar. Ah me! What haſt thou ſaid, why wouldſt 

thou thus 

Recall my wav'ring thoughts? How know I, what, 

Or whence I am? Heaven kept it hid in darkneſs, 

ConceaPd me from myſelf, and from my blood. 

Sel, Nereſtan, who was born a Chriſtian, here, 
Aſſerts, that you, like him, had Chriſtian parents; 
Beſides that croſs, which, from your infant years 
Has been preſerv'd, was found upon your boſom, 

As if deſign'd by Heaven, a pledge of faith 
Due to the God you purpoſe to forſake ! 

Zar. Can my fond heart, on ſuch a feeble proof, 
Embrace a faith, abhorr'd by him I love ? 

I ſee too plainly cuſtom forms us all? 100 
Our thoughts, our morals, our moſt fix'd belief, 

Are conſequences of our place of birth : 

Born beyond Ganges, I had been a Pagan, 

In France a Chriſtian, Jam here a Saracen ; 

Tis but inſtruction, all! Our parents? hand 
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Writes on our heart the firſt faint characters, 

Which time, re-tracing, deepens into ſtrength, 

That nothing can efface, but death or Heaven! 

Thou wer't not made a pris'ner in this place, 

Till after reaſon, borrowing force from years, 

Had lent its luſtre to enlighten faith :— — 

For me, who in my cradle was their ſlave, 

Thy Chriſtian doctrines were too lately taught me: 

Yet, far from having loſt the rev'rence due, 

This croſs, as often as it meets my eye, 

Strikes thro* my heart a kind of awful fear! 

I honour, from my ſoul, the Chriſtian laws, 

Thoſe laws, which, ſoftening nature by humanity, 

Melt nations into brotherhood ;—no doubt 

Chriftians are happy; and 'tis juſt to love them. 120 
Sel. Why have you, then, declar'd yourſelf their 

foe ? 
Why will you join your hand with this proud Oſ- 
man's ? 5 

Who owes his triumph to the Chriſtians' ruin! 

Zar. Ah! who could flight the offer of his heart? 
Nay ; — for I mean to tell thee all my weakneſs; 
Perhaps I had, ere now, profeſs'd thy faith, 

But Oſman lov'd me— and I've loſt it all :— 

I think on none but Oſman---my pleas'd heart, 

Fill'd with the bleſſing, to be lov'd by him, 

Wants room for other happineſs. * Place thou 

« Before thy eyes, his merit and his fame, 

“His youth, yet blooming but in manhood's dawn 
How many conquer'd kings have ſwell'd his pow'r! 
«© Think, too, how lovely! how his brow becomes 
This wreath of early glories !'? —Oh, my friend! 
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I talk not of a ſceptre, which he gives me: 

No—to be charm'd with that were thanks too humble 
Offenſive tribute, and too poor for love! 

*Twas Oſman won my heart, not Oſman's crown: 
] love not in him aught beſides himſelf. 140 
Thou think'ſt, perhaps, that theſe are ſtarts of paſſion: 
But, had the will of Heav*n leſs bent to bleſs him, 
Doom'd Oſman to my chains, and me to fill 


The throne that Oſman ſits on ruin and wretchedneſ; 


Catch and conſume my wiſhes, but I would — 
To raiſe me to myſelf, deſcend to him. 
« Se]. Hark! the wiſh'd muſic ſounds —*Tis he 


he comes— [Exit Selima. 
% Zar. My heart prevented him, and found him 
near: 


„ Abſent two whole long days, the ſlow-pac'd hour 
At laſt is come, and gives him to my wiſhes!“ 


[ A grand march. 


Enter Os MAx, reading a paper, which he relabuers to 
OkASMIN; quit Attendants, 


O/m. Wait my return —or, ſhould there be a cauſe 
That may require my preſence, do not fear 
To enter; ever mindful, that my own 

[AZ Oras. c. 

Follows my people's happineſs.—At length, 
Cares have releas'd my heart to love and Zara. 

Zar. *Twas not in cruel abſence, to deprive me 
Of your imperial image—every where 
You reign triumphant : memory ſupplies 
Reflexion with your power; and you, like Heaven, 
Are always preſent—and are always gracious. 16c 


o 


d. 


© 


The jealouſy, the faintneſs, the diſtruſt, 
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O/m. The Sultans, my great anceſtors, bequeath'd 
Their empire to me, but their taſte they gave not 
Their laws, their lives, their loves, delight not me: 
know our prophet {miles on am'rous wiſhes, 
And opens a wide field to yalt deſire; 
| know, that at my will I might poſſeſs; 
That, wafting tenderneſs in wild profuſion, 
might look down to my ſurrounded feet, 
And bleſs contending beauties. I might ſpeak, 
Serenely ſlothful, from within my palace, 
And bid my pleaſure be my people's law. 
But, ſweet as ſoftneſs is, its end is cruel ; 
I can look round, and count a hundred kings, 
Unconquer'd by themſelves, and ſlaves to others: 
Hence was Jeruſalem to Chriftians loft 
„ But Heaven, to blaſt that unbelieving race, 
«* Taught me to be a king, by thinking like one.“ 
Hence from the diſtant Euxine to the Nile, 
The trumpet's voice has wak'd the world to war 
Yet, amidſt arms and death, thy power has reach'd 

me; 180 
For thou diſdain'ſt, like me, a languid love; 
Glory and Zara join and charm together. 
Zar. I hear at once, with bluſhes and with joy, 

This paſſion, ſo unlike your country's cuſtoms. 

Oſm. Paſſion, like mine, diſdains my country's cuſ- 


toms; 


The proud, ſuperior coldneſs of the eaſt. 
I know to love you, Zara, with eſteem; 
To truſt your virtue, and to court your ſoul. 
Nobly confiding, I unveil my heart, 
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And dare inform you, that, 'tis all your own: 
My joys muſt all be yours ; only my cares 
Shall lie conceal'd within—and reach not Zara, 
Zar. Oblig'd by this exceſs of tenderneſs, 
How low, how wretched was the lot of Zara ! 
Too poor with aught, but thanks, to pay ſuch bleſſings! 
O/m. Not ſfo—I love—and would be lov'd again; 
Let me confeſs it, I poſſeſs a ſoul, 
That what it wiſhes, wiſhes ardently. 
I ſhould believe you hated, had you power 200 
To love with moderation: 'tis my aim, 
In every thing, to reach ſupreme perfection. 
It, with an equal flame, I touch your heart, 
Marriage attends your ſmile—But know, *twill make 
Me wretched, if it makes not Zara happy. 
Zar. Ah, fir! if ſuch a heart as gen'rous Oſman's 
Can, from my will, ſubmit to take its bliſs, 
What mortal ever was decreed ſo happy! 
Pardon the pride, with which I own my joy 
Thus wholly to poſſeſs the man 1 love! 
To know, and to confeſs his will my fate! 
To be the happy work of his dear hands 
To be— 


Enter Or asmin. 


Oſm. Already interrupted ! What ? 
Who?—Whence ? 1 

Oras. This moment ? fir, there is arriv'd 
That Chriſtian flave, who, licens'd on his faith, 


Went hence to France—and, now return'd, prays 
audience. 


Zar. [Afide, ] Oh, Heaven! 219 


CT J. 


ays 
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Ofm. Admit him—What ?—Why comes he not? 
Oras. He waits without. No Chriſtian dares ap- 


proach 
This place, long ſacred to the Sultan's privacies. 


Oſm. Go—bring him with thee—monarchs, like the 
ſun, 
Shine but in vain, unwaring, if unſeen; 
With forms and rev'rence, let the great approach us 
Not the unhappy ;—every place alike, 
Gives the diſtreſs'd a privilege to enter 


| [Exit Oras. 
I think with horror on theſe dreadful maxims, 
Which harden kings inſenſibly to tyrants. 


Re-enter OraSMIN Twwith NERESTAN. 


Ner. Imperial Sultan! honour'd, ev'n by foes ! 
See me return'd, regardful of my vow, 
And punctual to diſcharge a Chriſtian's duty. 
bring the ranſom of the captive Zara, 
Fair Selima, the partner of her fortune, 
And of ten Chriſtian captives, pris'ners here. 
You promis'd, Sultan, if I ſhould return, 
To grant their rated liberty :—Behold, 
I am return'd, and they are yours no more. 
I would have ſtretch'd my purpoſe to myſelf, 
Bat fortune has deny'd it ; my poor all 240 
Suffic'd no further, and a noble poverty 
Is now my whole poſſeſſion.— I redeem 
The promis'd Chriſtians ; for I taught 'em hope: 
But, for myſelf, I come again your ſlave, 
To wait the fuller hand of future charity. 


i 


"EL. i - 


O/m. Chriſtian ! I muſt confeſs thy courage charms Za 
me ? Ofn 

But let thy pride be taught, it treads too high, Aſſur 
When it preſumes to climb above my mercy. 3 
at 


Go ranſomleſs thyſelf, and carry back 
Their unaccepted ranſoms, join'd with gifts, 
Fit to reward thy purpoſe ; inſtead of ten, 
Demand a hundred Chriſtians ; they are thine : 
Take 'em, and bid 'em teach their haughty country, 
They left ſome virtue among Saracens, 
Be Luſignan alone excepted—He 
Who boaſts the blood of kings, and dares lay claim 
To my Jeruſalem—that claim, his guilt ! 
Such is the law of ſtates ; had I been vanquiſh'd, 
Thus had he ſaid of me. T mourn his lot, 
Who muſt in fetters, Joſt to day- light, pine, 260 
And ſigh away old age in grief and pain. 
For Zara but to name her as a captive, 
Were to diſhonour language z---ſhe's a prize 
Above thy purchaſe : —all the Chriſtian realms, 
With all their kings to guide em, would unite 
In vain, to force her from me Go, retire--- 

Ner. For Zara's ranſom, with her own conſent, 
J had your royal word. For Luſignan- 
Unhappy, poor, old man 

On. Was I not heard? 
Have I not told thee, Chriſtian, all my will? 
What if 1 prais'd thee !---This preſumptuous virtue, 
Compelling my eſteem, | provokes my pride; 
Be gone and when to-morrow's ſun ſhall riſe 9 1s 
On my dominions, be not found---too near me. 


[ Exit Nereſtan. 
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Zar. [ Afide.) Aſſiſt him, Heaven! 


Oſm. Zara, retire a moment 
Aſſume, throughout my palace, ſovereign empire, 
While I give orders to prepare the pomp 
That waits to crown thee miſtreſs of my throne 280 

[ Leads her out, and returns. 

Oraſmin! didſt thou mark th' imperious ſlave ? 
What could he mean ?—he ſigh'd—and, as he went, 
Turn'd and look'd back at Zara !- didſt thou mark it ? 

Orac. Alas! my ſovereign maſter! let not jealouſy 
Strike high enough to reach your noble heart. 

Oſm. Jealouſy, ſaid'ſt thou? I diſdain it No! 
Diſtruſt is poor; and a miſplac'd ſuſpicion 
Invites and juſtifies the falſehood fear d. 
Yet, as I love with warmth—ſo, I could hate 
But Zara is above diſguiſe and art 
« My love is ſtronger, nobler, than my power.” 
Jealous !—I was not jealous !—If I was, 
I am not=--no—my heart but, let us drown 
Remembrance of the word, and of the image : 
My heart is fill'd with a diviner flame. 
Go, and prepare for the approaching nuptials. 
“ Zara to careful empire joins delight.“ 
I muſt allot one hour to thoughts of ſtate, 
Then, all the ſmiling day is love and Zara's. 

Exit Oraſmin. 
Monarchs, by forms of pompous miſery preſs'd, 300 
In proud, unſocial miſery, unbleſt' d, 
Wou'd, but for love's ſoft influence, curſe their 
throne, 

And, among crowded millions, live alone. Exit. 
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NERSTAN, CHATILLON. 


Chatillon. 


Marcursss Nereſtan ! generous and great! 

You, who have broke the chains of hopeleſs ſlaves i 

4 You, Chriſtian ſaviour! by a Saviour ſent !” 

Appear, be known, enjoy your due delight ; 

The grateful weepers wait to claſp your knees, 

They throng to kiſs the happy hand that ſay'd 'em: 

Indulge the kind impatience of their eyes, 

And, at their head, command their hearts for ever. 
Ner. Illuſtrious Chatillon ! this praiſe o' erwhelms 

me z | 

What have I done beyond a Chriſtian's duty; 

Beyond what you would, in my place, have done ? 
Chat. 'True—it is every honeſt Chriſtian's duty ; 

Nay, *tis the bleſſing of ſuch minds as ours, 

For others? good to ſacrifice our own. — 

Yet, happy they, to whom Heav'n grants the power, 

To execute, like you, that duty's call ! 

For us—the relicks of abandon'd war, 

Forgot in France, and, in Jeruſalem, 

Left to grow old in fetters, —Oſman's father 

Conſign'd us to the gloom of a damp dungeon, 20 

Where, but for you, we muſt have groan'd out life, 

And native France have bleſs*d our eyes no more. 
Ner. The will of gracious Heav'n, that ſoften'd 

Oſman, | | 
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Inſpir'd me for your ſakes :—But, with our joy, 
Flows, mix'd, a bitter ſadneſs-—-I had hop'd 
To fave from their perverſion, a young beauty, 
Who, in her infant innocence, with me, 
Was made a ſlave by cruel Noradin ; 
When, ſprinkling Syria with the blood of Chriſtians, 
Cæſarea's walls ſaw Luſignan ſurpriz'd, 
And the proud creſcent riſe in bloody triumph. 
From this ſeraglio having young eſcap'd, 
Fate, three years ſince, reſtor'd me to my chains; 
Then, ſent to Paris on my plighted faith, 
I flatter*'d my fond hope with vain reſolves, 
To guide the lovely Zara to that court 
Where Lewis has eſtabliſh'd virtue's throne : 
But Oſman will detain her—yet, not Oſman ; 
Zara herſelf forgets ſhe is a Chriſtian, 
And loves the tyrant Sultan! Let that paſs: 40 
I mourn a diſappointment ſtill more crael ; 
The prop of all our Chriſtian hope is loſt! 
Chat. Diſpoſe me at your will-] am your own. 
Ner. Oh, Sir, great Luſignan, fo long their cap- 
tive, 
That laſt of an heroic race of kings! 
That warrior, whoſe paſt fame has filPd the world! 
Oſman refuſes to my fighs for ever! 
Chat. Nay, then we have been all redeem'd in 
vain ; h 
Periſh that ſoldier who would quit his chains, 
And leave his noble chief behind in fetters. 
Alas! you know him not as J have known him 
Thank Heay'n, that plac'd your birth ſo far remov'd 
C 
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From thoſe deteſted days of blood and woe: 

But I, leſs happy, was condemned to ſee 

Thy walls, Jeruſalem, beat down—and all 

Our pious fathers? labours loſt in ruins ! 

Heav'n ! had you ſeen the very temple rifled ! 

The ſacred ſepulchre itſelf profan'd ! 

Fathers with children mingled, flame together! 

And our laſt king, oppreſs'd with age and arms, 60 

Murder'd, and bleeding o'er his murder'd ſong ! 

Then Luſignan, ſole remnant of his race, 

Rallying our fated few amidſt the flames, 

Fearleſs, beneath the cruſh of falling towers, 

The conqu'rors and the conquer'd, groans and death ! 

Dreadful—and, waving in his hand his ſword, 

Red with the blood of infidels, cry'd out, 

This way, ye faithful Chriſtians ! follow me.—— 
Ner. How full of glory was that brave retreat ! 
Chat. *Twas Heav'n, no doubt, that ſav'd and led 

him on; 

Pointed his path, and march'd our guardian guide: 

We reach'd Czfarea—there the general voice 

Choſe Luſignan, thenceforth to give us laws ; 

Alas! *twas vain---Czfarea could not ſtand 

When Sion's ſelf was fallen we were betray'd ; 

And Luſignan condemn'd, to length of life, 

In chains, in damps, and darkneſs, and deſpair : 

6 Yet great, amidſt his miſeries, he look'd, 

« As if he could not feel his fate himſelf, 

&« But as it reach'd his followers. 

« For whom our gen'rous leader fuffer'd this, 


« Be vilely ſafe, and dare be bleſs'd without him?“ 
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Ner. Oh! I ſhould hate the liberty he ſhar'd not. 
I knew too well the miſeries you deſcribe, 

For I was born amidſt them. Chains and death, 
Cæſarea loſt, and Saracens triumphant, 

Were the firſt objects which my eyes e'er look'd on. 
Hurried, an infant, among other infants, 

Snatch'd from the boſoms of their bleeding mothers, 
A temple ſav'd us, till the ſlaughter ceas'd 

Then were we ſent to this ill-fated city, 

Here, in the palace of our former kings, 

To learn, from Saracens, their hated faith, 

And be completely wretched. Zara, too, 

Shar'd this captivity ; we both grew up 

So near each other, that a tender friendſhip 
Endear'd her to my wiſhes : My fond heart— 
Pardon its weakneſs, bleeds to ſee her loſt, 

And, for a barb'rous tyrant, quit her God! 

Chat. Such is the Saracens), too fatal, policy! 100 
Watchful ſeducers, ftill, of infant weakneſs : 
„Happy that you ſo young eſcap'd their hands!“ 
But let us think—— May not this Zara's int'reſt, 
Loving the Sultan, and by him belov'd, 

For Luſignan procure ſome ſofter ſentence ? 
„The wiſe and juſt, with innocence, may draw 
Their own advantage from the guilt of others.“ 

Ner. How ſhall I gain admiſſion to her preſence ? 
Oſman has baniſh*'d me—but that's a trifle ; 
Will the ſeraglio's portals open to me ? 
Or, could I find that eaſy to my hopes, 
What proſpect of ſucceſs from an apoſtate ? 
On whom I cannot look without diſdain; 

C 2 
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„And who will read her ſhame upon my brow.” 
The hardeſt trial of a generous mind | 
Is, to court favours from a hand it ſcorns. 
Chat. Think it is Luſignan we ſeek to ſerve. 
Ner. Well—it ſhall be attempted—Hark ! who's 
this ? 
Are my eyes falſe ; or, is it really ſhe ? 


Enter ZARA. 


Zar. Start not, my worthy friend! I come to 
ſeek you 120 
The Sultan has permitted it; fear nothing: 
But to confirm my heart which trembles near you, 
Soften that angry air, nor look reproach; 
Why ſhould we fear each other, both miſtaking ? 
Aſſociates from our birth, one priſon held us, 
One friendſhip taught affliction to be calm, 
Till Heav'n thought fit to favour your eſcape, 
And call you to the fields of happier France ; 
Thence, once again, it was my lot to find you 
A pris'ner here ; where, hid amongft a crowd 
Of undiſtinguiſh'd ſlaves, with leſs reſtraint, 
1 ſhar'd your frequent converſe ; 
It pleas'd your pity, ſhall I ſay your friendſhip ? 
Or rather, ſhall I call it generous charity ? 
To form that noble purpoſe, to redeem 
Diſtreſsful Zara—you procur'd my ranſom, 
And with a greatneſs that out-ſoar'd a crown, 
Return' d yourſelf a ſlave, to give me freedom 
But Heav'n has caſt our fate for different climes : 
Here, in Jeruſalem, I fix for ever; 145 
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Yet, among all the ſhine that marks my fortune, 

I ſhall with frequent tears remember yours; 

Your goodneſs will for ever ſooth my heart, 

And keep your image till a dweller there: 

Warm'd by your great example to protect 

That faith, that lifts humanity ſo high, 

Pll be a mother to diſtreſsful Chriſtians. 
Ner. How !--You protect the Chriſtians ! you, 

who can 

Abjure their ſaving truth, and coldly ſee 

Great Luſignan, their chief, die ſlow in chains! 
Zar. To bring him freedom you behold me here; 

You will this moment meet his eyes in joy. 
Chat. Shall I then live to bleſs that happy hour ? 
Ner. Can Chriſtians owe ſo dear a gift to Zara? 
Zar. Hopeleſs I gathered courage to intreat 

The Sultan for his liberty—amaz'd, 

So ſoon to gain the happineſs I wiſh'd ! 

See where they bring the good old chief grown dim 

With age, by pain and ſorrows haſten'd on! 
Chat. How is my heart diſſolv'd with ſudden joy! 
& Zar. I long to view his venerable face, 

« But tears, I know not why, eclipſe my fight. 

&« I feel, methinks, redoubled pity for him; 

« But, I, alas! myſelf have been a ſlave ; 

& And when we pity woes which we have felt, 

& *'Tis but a partial virtue | 
& Ner. Amazement!—W hence this greatneſs in an 

inſidel!“ 
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Enter Lus io vA led in by two Guards. 


Lus. Where am I? From the dungeon's depth 
what voice 
Has call'd me to reviſit long-loſt day ? 
Am I with Chriſtians ?—I am weak—forgive me, 
And guide my trembling ſteps. I'm full of years ; 
My miſeries have worn me more than age. 
Am I in truth at liberty? [ Seating himſelf. 

Chat. You are; 

And every Chriſtian's grief takes end with yours. 

Lus. O, light! O, dearer far than light, that 

voice ! 
Chatillon, is it you? my fellow martyr | 
And ſhall our wretchedneſs, indeed, have end ? 
In what place are we now :—my feeble eyes, 
Diſus'd to day-light, long in vain to find you. 180 

Chat. This was the palace of your royal fathers : 
*Tis now the ſon of Noradin's ſeraglio. 

Zar. The maſter of this place—the mighty Oſman, 
Diſtinguiſhes, and loves to cheriſh virtue. 

This gen'rous Frenchman, yet a ſtranger to you, 

| Drawn from his native foil, from peace and reſt, 
Brought the vow'd ranſoms of ten Chriftian ſlaves, 
Himſelf contented to remain a captive : 

But Oſman, charm'd by greatnefs like his own, 

To equal what he loved, has giv'n him you. 

Lus. So gen'rous France inſpires her ſocial ſons ! 
They have been ever dear and uſeful to me— 
Would I were nearer to him Noble Sir, 

[Nereſtan approaches. 
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39 
How have I merited, that you for me 
Should paſs ſuch diſtant ſeas, to bring me bleſſings, 
And hazard your own ſafety for my ſake ? 

Ner. My name, Sir, is Nereſtan; born in Syria, 
I wore the chains of ſlavery from my birth; 
Till quitting the proud creſcent for the court 200 
Where warlike Lewis reigns, beneath his eye 
J learnt the trade of arms :—the rank I held 
Was but the kind diſtinction which he gave me, 
To tempt my courage to deſerve regard. 
Your fight, unhappy prince, would charm his eye; 
That beſt and greateſt monarch will behold 
With grief and joy thoſe venerable wounds, 
And print embraces where your fetters bound you. 
All Paris will revere the croſs's martyr ; 
« Paris, the refuge ſtill of ruin'd kings! 

Lus. Alas! in times long paſt, I've ſeen its glory: 
When Philip the victorious liv*d, I fought 
A-breaſt with Montmorency and Melun, | 
D*Eſtaing, De Neile, and the far-famous Courcy ;j— 


Names which were then the praiſe and dread of war! 


But what have I to do at Paris now ? 

I ſtand upon the brink of the cold grave; 

That way my journey lies—to find, 1 hope, 

The King of Kings, and aſk the recompence 
For all my woes, long-ſuffer*d for his ſake—— 
You gen'rous witneſſes of my laſt hour, 220 
While I yet live, aſſiſt my humble prayers, 

And join the reſignation of my ſoul. 

Nereſtan !—Chatillon !—and you, fair mourner ! 
Whoſe tears do honour to an old man's ſorrows ! 
Pity a father, the unhappieſt ſure 
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That ever felt the hand of angry heaven! 
My eyes, though dying, ſtill can furniſh tears; 
Half my long life they flow'd, and ſtill will flow | 
A daughter and three ſons, my heart's proud hopes 
Were all torn from me in their tend'reſt years— 
My friend Chatillon knows, and can remember— 
Chat. Would I were able to forget your woe. 
Lus. Thou wert a pris'ner with me in Cæſarea, 
And there beheld'ſt my wife and two dear ſons 
Periſh in flames. | 
Chat A captive and in fetters, 
I could not help 'em. 
Lus. I know thou couldſt not 
Oh, *twas a dreadful ſcene ! theſe eyes beheld it.— 
Huſband and father, helpleſs I beheld it.— 
Deny'd the mournful privilege to die | 
Oh, my poor children! whom I now deplore ; 
If ye are ſaints in Heav'n, as ſure ye are, 
Look with an eye of pity on that brother, 
That ſiſter whom you left —If I have yer, 
Or ſon or daughter —for in early chains, 
Far from their loſt and unaſhſting father, 
I heard that they were ſent, with numbers more, 
To this ſeraglio ; hence to be diſpers'd 
In nameleſs remnants o'er the eaſt, and ſpread *' 
Our Chriſtian miſeries round a faithleſs world. 
Chat. Twas true, For in the horrors of that day, 
1 ſnatch'd your infant daughter from her cradle; 
« But finding ev'ry hope of flight was vain, 
& Scarce had 1 ſprinkled, from a public fountain, 
& Thoſe ſacred drops which waſh the ſoul from ſin,” 
When from my bleeding arms, fierce Saracens 
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Forc'd the loſt innocent, who ſmiling lay, 
And pointed, playful, at the ſwarthy ſpoilers ! 
With her, your youngeſt, then your only ſon, 260 
Whole little life had reach'd the fourth ſad year, 
And juſt giv'n ſenſe to feel his own misfortunes, 
Was order'd to this city. 
Ner. I, too, hither, 
Juſt at that fatal age, from loſt Cæſarea, 
Came in that crowd of undiſtinguiſh'd Chriſtians.— 
Lus. Voul came you thence?—Alas! who knows 
but you 
Might heretofore have ſeen my two poor children. 
[ Looking up.] Hah, Madam! that ſmall ornament 
you wear, 
Its form a ſtranger to this country's faſhion, 
How long has it been yours ? 
Zar. From my firſt birth, Sir 
Ah, what! you ſeem furpriz'd I why ſhould this 
move you ? 
Lus. Would you confide it to my trembling hands? 
Zar. To what new wonders am I now reſery'd ? 
Oh, Sir! what mean you! | 
Lus. Providence and Heaven ! 
Oh, failing eyes, deceive ye not my hope ? 
Can this be poſhble ?—Yes, yes-—tis ſhe! _ 
This little croſs—I know it, by ſure marks! 280 
Oh! take me, Heav'n! while I can die with joy— 
Zar. Oh, do not, Sir, diſtract me! —riſing thoughts, 
And hopes, and fears, o'erwhelm me! 
Lus. Tell me, yet, 
Has it remain'd for ever in your hands ? 
What —both brought captives from Cæſarea hither ? 
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Zar. Both, both — 5 
* Oh, heaven! have I then found a father?“ 5 
Lus. Their voice! their looks ! p 
The living images of their dear mother! 1 
O God! who ſee'ſt my tears, and know'ft my 4 
thoughts 
Do not forſake me at this dawn of hope We 
Strengthen my heart, too feeble for this joy. Ful 
Madam ! Nereſtan!— Help me, Chatillon! LN Sav 
Nereſtan, haſt thou on thy breaſt a ſcar, | Tw 
Which ere Cæſarea fell, from a fierce hand, Yet 
Surprizing us by night, my child receiv'd ? All 
Ner. Bleſs'd hand !—1 bear it, — Sir, the mark is Yet 
there! Ih 
Lus. Merciful heaven ! Oh 
Ner. [ Kneeling.) Oh, Sir !—Oh, Zara, kneel. — Re. 
Zar. | Kneeling] My father I— Oh! 301 Of 
Luc. Oh, my loſt children! Ti 
Both. Oh! | | WI 
Luc. My ſon! my daughter! loſt in embracing She 
you, 
I would now die, left this ſhould prove a dream. Th 
Chat. How touch'd is my glad heart, to ſee their An 
joy ! Ev 
Lus. They ſhall not tear you from my arms—my | He 
children ! | « f 
Again, I find you-—dear in wretchedneſs : 1 
Oh, my brave ſon—and thou my nameleſs daughter! ; Th. 
Now diſſipate all doubt, remove all dread, | Kil 
Has Heaven, that gives me back my children—givn 9 


em, 


Such as I loſt em Come they Chriſtiark to me ? | Shs 
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One weeps and one declines a conſcious eye! 

Your filence ſpeaks—too well I underſtand it. 
Zar. 1 cannot, Sir, deceive you——Oſman's uus 

Were mine—and Oſman is not Chriſtian. 
Lus. Her words are thunder burſting on my 

head ; | 

Wer't not for thee, my ſon, I now ſhould die; 

Full ſixty years I fought the Chriſtian's cauſe, 

Saw their doom'd temple fall, their pow'r deſtroy'd : 

Twenty, a captive, in a dungeon's depth, 321 

Yet never for myſelf my tears ſought Heaven; 

All for my children roſe my fruitleſs prayers : 

Yet, what avails a father's wretched joy ? 

J have a daughter gain'd, and Heav'n an enemy. 

Oh, my miſguided daughter—loſe not thy faith, 

Reclaim thy birthright—think upon the blood 

Of twenty Chriſtian kings, that fills thy veins ; 

Tis heroes? blood the blood of ſaints and martyrs ! 

What would thy mother feel, to ſee thee thus 

She, and thy murder'd brothers !—think, they call 

thee ? 

Think that thou ſeeſt '*em ſtretch their bloody arms, 

And weep to win thee from their murd'rer's boſom. 

Ev'n in the place where thou betray'ſt thy God, 

He dy'd, my child, to fave thee.—“ Turn thy eyes, 

„And ſee; for thou art near his ſacred ſepulchre; 

* 'Thou canſt not move a ſtep, but where he trod!“ 

Thou trembleſt—Oh ! admit me to thy ſoul ; 


Kill not thy aged, thy afflicted father; 339 
„Take not thus ſoon, again, the life thou gay'ſt 
him :”? 


Shame not thy mother—nor renounce thy God, — 
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*Tis paſt—Repentance dawns in thy ſweet eyes; 
I ſee bright truth deſcending to thy heart, 
And now, my long-loſt child is found for ever. 
* Ner. Oh, doubly bleft ! a ſiſter, and a ſoul, 
To be redeem'd together!“ 
Zar. Oh, my father ! 
Dear author of my life ! inform me, teach me, 
What ſhould my duty do? 
Lus. By one ſhort word, 
To dry up all my tears, and make life welcome, 
Say thou art a Chriſtian 
Zar. Sir am a Chriſtian, 


Lus. Receive her, gracious Heaven! and bleſs he: 
for it. 


AcT II. 


Enter Or asmix. 


Orat. Madam, the Sultan order'd me to tell you, 
That he expects you inſtant quit this place, 
And bid your laſt farewell to theſe vile Chriſtians. 
You, captive Frenchmen, follow me; for you, 
It is my taſk to anſwer. 
Chat. Still new miſcries ! 
How cautious man ſhould be, to ſay, I'm happy ! 


360 


Tus. Theſe are the times, my friends, to try our 


ſirmneſs, 
Our Chriſtian firmneſs. 
Zar. Alas, fir! Oh! : 

Lus. Oh, you I dare not name you! 
Farewell—but, come what may, be ſure remember 
You keep the fatal ſecret! for the reſt, 

Leave all to Heaycn—— be faithful, and be bleſt. 
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ACT III. SCENE TI. 


Os MAN and Orasmin. 


Oſman. 


Orasmis, this alarm was falſe and groundleſs ; 
Lewis no long turns his arms on me ; 
The French, grown weary by a length of woes, 

- | Wiſh not at once to quit their fruitful plains, 

And famiſhon Arabia's deſart ſands. 
Their ſhips, 'tis true, have ſpread the Syrian ſeas : 
And Lewis, hovering o'er the coaſt of Cyprus, 
Alarms the fears of Aſia—But I've learnt, 
That ſteering wide from our unmenac'd ports, 
He points his thunder at th* Egyptian ſhore, 
There let him war, and waſte my enemies ; 
Their mutual conflict will but fix my throne. 
Releaſe thoſe Chriſtians I reſtore their freedom; 

will pleaſe their maſter, nor can weaken me: 

"Tranſport 'em at my coſt, to find their king; 

[I wiſh to have him know me: carry thither 

This Luſignan, whom, tell him, I reſtore, 

Becauſe I cannot fear his fame in arms ; 

But love him for his virtue and his blood. 

Tell him, my father, having conquer'd twice, 20 

Condemn'd him to perpetual chains ; but I 

Have ſet him free, that I might triumph more. 


Oraſ. The Chriſtians gain an army in his name. 
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Oſm. I cannot fear a ſound.— 
Oraſ. But, ſir ſhould Lewis 
O/m. Tell Lewis and the world—it ſhall be ſo: 
Zara propos'd it, and my heart approves : 
Thy ſtateſman's reaſon is too dull for love! 
& Why wilt thou force me to confeſs it all? 
© Tho? I to Lewis ſend back Lufignan, 
] give him but to Zara have griey'd her; 
% And ow'd her the atonement of this joy. 
Thy falſe advices, which but now miſled 
My anger, to confine thoſe helpleſs Chriſtians, 
Gave her a pain; I feel for her and me:“ 
But I talk on, and waſte the ſmiling moments. 
For one long hour I yet defer my nuptials ; 
% But, 'tis not loſt, that hour! *twill be all hers !”? 
She would employ it in a conference 
With that Nereſtan, whom thou know'ſt—— tha: 
Chriſtian ! 
Oraſ. And have you, fir, indulged that ſtrange de- 
fire ? 
hin. What mean'ſt thou? They were infant ſlaves 
together ; 
Friends ſhould part kind, who are to meet nd more. 
When Zara aſks, I will refuſe her nothing : 
Reftraint was never made for thoſe we love. 
Down with thoſe rigours of the proud ſeraglio ; 
I hate its laws—where blind auſterity 
Sinks virtue to neceſſity. My blood 
Diſclaims your Aſian jealouſy I hold 
The fierce, free plainneſs of my Scythian anceſtors, 
Their open confidence, their honeſt hate, 
Their love unfearing, and their anger told. 
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Go—the good Chriſtian waits conduct him to 
her; 


Zara expects thee What ſhe wills, obey. 
[ Exit Oſman. 


wait a moment 


Oraſ. Ho! Chriſtian ! enter 
here. 


Enter NERESTAN. 


Zara will ſoon approach I go to find her. 
| Exit Oraſ. 
Ner. In what a ſtate, in what a place, I leave 
+. her? 
Oh, faith! Oh, father! Oh, my poor loſt ſiſter ! 
She's here 


Enter ZARA. 


Thank Heaven, it is not, then, unlawful 60 
To ſee you, yet once more, my lovely ſiſter ! 

Not all fo happy! We, who met but now, 

Shall never meet again for Luſignan 
We ſhall be orphans till, and want a father. 

Zar. Forbid it Heaven! 

Ner. His laſt fad hour's at hand—— 
That flow of joy, which follow'd our diſcovery, 
Too ftrong and ſudden for his age's weakneſs, 
Waſting his ſpirits, dry'd the ſource of life, 

And nature yields him up to time's demand. 
Shall he not die in peace — Oh! let no doubt 
Diſturb his parting moments with diftruſt 


Let me, whea I return to cloſe his eyes, 
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Compoſe his mind's impatience too, and tell him, 
You are conſirm'd a Chriſtian ! 


Zar. Oh! may his ſoul enjoy, in earth and hea- 


ven, 

Eternal reſt ! nor let one thought, one ſigh, 
One bold complaint of mine recall his cares ! 
But you have injur'd me, who ſtill can doubt. 


What! am I not your ſiſter ? and ſhall you 89 


Refuſe me credit? You ſuppoſe me light; 
You, who ſhould judge my honour by your own, 
Shall you diſtruſt a truth I dar'd avow, 
And ſtamp apoſtate on a ſiſter's heart! 

Ner. Ah! do not miſconceive me !—if.I err'd, 
Affection, not diſtruſt, miſled my fear; 
Your will may be a Chriſtian, yet, not you; 
There is a ſacred mark—-a ſign of faith, 
A pledge of promiſe, that muſt firm your claim; 


Waſh you from guilt, and open Heaven before you, 


Swear, {wear by all the woes we all have borne, 

By all the martyr'd ſaints, who call you daughter, 

That you conſent, this day, to ſeal our faith, 

By that myſterious rite which waits your call. 
Zar. I ſwear by Heaven, and all its holy hoſt, 

Its ſaints, its martyrs, its atteſting angels, 

And the dread preſence of its living author, 

To have no faith but yours ;—to die a Chriſtian ! 

Now, tell me what this myſtic faith requires. 
Ner. To hate the happineſs of Oſman's throne, 

And love that God, who, thro' his maze of woes, 

Has brought us all, unhoping, thus together. 

For me J am a ſoldier, uninſtructed, 

Nor daring to inſtruct, tho? ſtrong in faith: 


Ac III 


But 1 

To cle 
Be it y 
But w 


When 
Who 
Does 


Ii. 
AcT III. ZARA. 49 


But I will bring th' ambaſſador of Heaven, 
To clear your views, and lift you to your God! 
Be it your taſk to gain admiſſion for him. — 
But where? from whom ?—Oh ! thou immortal 
Power! 
Whence can we hope it, in this curs'd ſeraglio? 
Who is this ſlave of Oſman ? Yes, this ſlave ! 
Does ſhe not boaſt the blood of twenty kings ? 
Is not her race the ſame with that of Lewis? 
Is ſhe not Luſignan's unhappy daughter? 
A Chriſtian, and my ſiſter ?—yet a ſlave ! 
A willing ſlave !--I dare not ſpeak more plainly. 
Zar. Cruel! go on——Alas ! you do not know 
me! 
At once, a ſtranger to my ſecret fate, 
My pains, my fears, my wiſhes, and my power: 
I am—-I will be Chriſtian will receive 
This holy prieſt, with his myſterious bleſſing; 
I will not do nor ſuffer aught unworthy 
Myſelf, my father, or my father's race. 
But, tell me nor be tender on this point. — 
What puniſhment your Chriſtian laws decree, 
For an unhappy wretch, who, to herſelf 
Unknown, and all abandon'd by the world, 
Loſt and enſlav'd, has, in her ſov'reign maſter, 
Found a protector, generous as great, 
Has touch'd his heart, and giv'n him all her own ? 
Ner. The puniſhment of ſuch a ſlave ſhould be 
Death in this world=-and pain in that to come. 
Zar. I am that ſlave—ftrike here—and fave my 
ſhame. 


Ner, Deſtruction to my hopes! Can it be you? 


Ca- 
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Zar. It is Ador'd by Oſman, I adore him: 
This hour the nuptial rites will make us one. 

Ner. What ! marry Oſman !—Let the world grow 

dark, 
That the extinguiſh'd ſun may hide thy ſhame ! 
Could it be thus, it were no crime to kill thee. 

Zar. Strike, ſtrike---I love him yes, by Heav'n, I 

love him. 

Ner. Death is thy due but not thy due from me: 
Yet, were the honour of our houſe no bar 
My father's fame, and the too gentle laws 
Of that religion which thou haſt diſgrac'd 
Did not the God thou quitt'ſt hold back my arm 
Not there I could not there but, by my ſoul, 
I would ruſh, deſp'rate, to the Sultan's breaſt, 
And plunge my ſword in his proud heart who damns 

thee. 
Oh! ſhame! ſhame ! ſhame ! at ſuch a time as this 
When Lewis! that awak'ner of the world, 
Beneath the lifted croſs makes Egypt pale, 
And draws the ſword of Heaven to ſpread ow 
faith |! 
Now to ſubmit to ſee my ſiſter doom'd 
A boſom ſlave to him whoſe tyrant heart 
But meaſures glory by the Chriſtian's woe. 
Yes—-TI will dare acquaint our father with it; 
Departing Luſignan may live ſo long, 
As juſt to hear thy ſhame, and die to *ſcape it. 

Zar. Stay my too angry brother---ſtay---perhaps, 
Zara has reſolution great es thine : 

"Tis cruel---and unkind !---Thy words are crimes; 


My weakneſs but misfortune ! Dot thou ſaffer ; 
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I ſuffer more Oh! would to Heaven this blood 
Of twenty boaſted kings would ſtop at once, 
And ſtagnate in my heart At then no more 
Would ruſh in boiling fevers thro' my veins, 
And ev'ry trembling drop be fill'd with Oſman. 
How has he lov'd me! how has he oblig'd me! 
I owe thee to him ! What has he not done, 
To juſtify his boundleſs pow'r of charming? 
For me, he ſoftens the ſevere decrees 
Of his own faith ;—and is it juſt that mine 
Should bid me hate him, but becauſe he loves me? 
No! will be a Chriſtian but preſerve 
My gratitude as ſacred as my faith; 
If T have death to fear for Oſman's ſake, 
It muſt be from his coldneſs, not his love. 

Ner. I muſt at once condemn and pity thee ; 
“J cannot point thee out which way to go, 
«* But Providence will lend its light to guide thee. 
6 That ſacred rite, which thou ſhalt now receive, 
© Will ſtrengthen and ſupport thy feeble heart, 
Jo live an innocent, or die a martyr :” 
Here, then, begin performance of thy vow ; 
Here, in the trembling horrors of thy ſoul, 
Promiſe thy king, thy father, and thy God, 
Not to accompliſh theſe deteſted nuptials, 
Till firſt the rev'rend prieſt has clear'd your eyes, 
Taught you to know, and giv'n you claim to Heav'n. 
Promife me this — 

Zar. So, bleſs me, Heav'n! I do. 
Go—haſten the good prieſt, I will expect him þ 
But firſt return cheer my expiring father, 
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Tell him J am, and will be all he withes me: 
Tell him, to give him life *twere joy to die. 
Ner. I go—Farewel—farewel, unhappy fiſter ! 


[ Exit Nereſtan, 


Zar. I am alone—and now be juſt, my heart ! 
And tell me, wilt thou dare betray thy God ? 
What am I? What am I about to be ? 
Daughter of Luſignan—or wife to Oſman ? 
Am I a lover moſt, or moſt a Chriſtian ? 
* Wou'd Selima were come! and yet ' tis juſt, 
„ All friends ſhould fly her who forſakes herſelf.” 
What ſhall 1 do What heart has ſtrength to bear 
Theſe double weights of duty?—Help me, Heav'n! 
To thy hard laws I render up my ſoul : 
But, Oh ! demand it back—for now 'tis Oſman's. 


Enter OsMan. 


Oſm. Shine out, appear, be found, my lovely 
Zara! 


Impatient eyes attend the rites expect thee; 
And my devoted heart no longer brooks 

This diſtance from its ſoft'ner—“ all the lamps 
Of nuptial love are lighted, and burn pure, 


As if they drew their brightnefs from thy bluſhes : 


The holy moſque is fill'd with fragrant fumes, 
„Which emulate the ſweetneſs of thy breathing: 
My proſtrate people all confirm my choice, 


* And ſend their ſouls to heaven in prayers for Mie. 


ings. 
&«& 'Thy envious rivals, conſcious of thy right, 
« Approve ſuperior charms, and join to praiſe thee ; 
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The throne that waits thee, ſeems to ſhine more 
richly, 
« As all its gems, with animated luſtre, 
« Fear*d to look dim beneath the eyes of Zara !“ 
Come, my ſlow love! the ceremonies wait thee ; 
Come, and begin from this dear hour my triumph. 
Zar. Oh, what a wretch am I! Oh, grief! Oh, 
love ! | 
& Oſm. Come come 
% Zar, Where ſhall I hide my bluſhes ? 
&« ſm. Bluſhes here, in my boſom, hide 'em. 


% Zar. My lord!“ W 
Oſm. Nay, Zara—give me thy 15545 and come * 
Zar. Inſtruct me, Heaven ! 10 
What I ſhould ſay Alas! I cannot ſpeak. y 
Oſm. Away—this modeſt, ſweet reluctant trifling » 
But doubles my deſires, and thy own beauties. , 
Zar. Ah, me! | bi 


O/m. Nay---but thou ſhould*ſt not be too cruel. } | 
Zar. I can no longer bear it---Oh, my lord--- 
Ofm. Ha .-“ What ?---whence ?---how ?” 
Zar. My lord! my ſov'reign! | 
Heav'n knows this marriage would have been a bliſs 
Above my humble hopes !---yet, witneſs love ! 
Not from the grandeur of your throne, that bliſs, 
But from the pride of calling Oſman mine. 
Would you had been no emperor ! and TI 
« Poſleſs'd of power and charms deſerving you! 
„That, ſlighting Afia's thrones, I might alone 
« Have left a proffer'd world, to follow you 
Through deſerts, uninhabited by men, 
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* And bleſs'd with ample room for peace and love ;” 


But, as it is theſe Chriſtians 

Oſm. Chriſtians ! What! 
How ſtart two images into thy thoughts, 
So diſtant—as the Chriſtians and my love 

Zar. That good old Chriſtian, rev'rend Luſignan, 
Now dying, ends his life and woes together. 

Ofm. Well! let him die---What has thy heart to 

feel, 
Thus preſſing, and thus tender, from the death 
Of an old wretched Chriſtian Thank our pro- 
phet, 

Thou art no Chriſtian !---Educated here, 
'Thy happy youth was taught our better faith : 
Sweet as thy pity ſhines, tis now miſ-tim'd. 
What! tho? an aged ſuff'rer dies unhappy, 
Why ſhould his foreign fate diſturb our joys? 

Zar. Sir, if you love me, and would have me think 
'That I am truly dear— 

Oſm. Heaven! if I love! 

Zar. Permit me--- 

Oſm. What? 

Zar. To deſire 

Oſm. Speak out. 

Zar. The nuptial rites 
May be deferr'd till--- 

Om. What !---Is that the voice 
Of Zara ? | 

Zar. Oh, I cannot bear his frown ! 

Oſm. Of Zara 

Zar. It is dreadful to my heart, 
To give you but a ſeeming cauſe for anger; 
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Pardon my grief---Alas ! I cannot bear it; 
There is a painful terror in your eye 
That pierces to my ſoul---hid from your fight 
I go to make a moment's truce with tears, 
And gather force to ſpeak of my deſpair. 
[ Exit diſordered, 
Oſm. I ſtand immoveable, like ſenſeleſs marble 
Horror had frozen my ſuſpended tongue; 
And an aſtoniſh'd ſilence robb'd my will 
Of power to tell her that ſhe ſhock'd my foul ! 
Spoke ſhe to me: - Sure I miſunderſtood her! 
Cou'd it be me ſhe left ?---What have I ſeen ! 


Enter Or A$min. 


Oraſmin, what a change is here !---She's gone, 
And I permitted it, 1 know not how. 

Oraſ. Perhaps you but accuſe the charming fault 
Of innocence, too modeſt oft in love. 

Oſm. But why, and whence thoſe tears ?—thoſe 

looks! that flight! 

That grief, ſo ſtrongly ſtamp'd on every feature ? 
If it has been that Frenchman !—What a thought! 
How low, how horrid a ſuſpicion that ! 
& The dreadful flaſh at once gives light and kills me! 
« My too bold confidence repelPd my caution--- 
« An infidel! a ſlave !---a heart like mine 
& Reduc'd to ſuffer from ſo vile a rival !”? 
But tell me, did'ſt thou mark 'em at their parting ? 
Did'ſt thou obſerve the language of their eyes? 
Hide nothing from me — Is my love betray'd ? 
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Tell me my whole diſgrace: nay, if thou trembleſt, 
I hear thy pity ſpeak, though thou art ſilent. 
Oraſ. I tremble at the pangs I ſee you ſuffer, 
Let not your angry apprehenſion urge 
Your faithful ſlave to irritate your anguiſh ; 
I did, tis true, obſerve ſome parting tears; 
But they were tears of charity and grief : 
I cannot think there was a cauſe deſerving 
This agony of paſſion 
Oſm. Why no I thank thee 
Oraſmin, thou art wiſe! It cou'd not be | 
That I ſhould ſtand expos'd to ſuch an inſult. 
Thou know'ſt, had Zara meant me the offence, 
She wants not wiſdom to have hid it better : 
How rightly didſt thou judge !---Zara ſhall know it, 
And thank thy honeſt ſervice After all, 
Might ſhe not have ſome cauſe for tears, which I 
Claim no concern in---but the grief it gives her? 
What an unlikely fear---from a poor ſlave, 
Who goes to-morrow, and, no doubt, who wiſhes, 
Nay, who reſolves to ſee thoſe climes no more. 
Oraſ. Why did you, Sir, againſt our country's 
cuſtom, 
Indulge him with a ſecond leave to come ? 
He ſaid, he ſhould return once more to ſee her. 
Oſm. Return! the traitor ! he return !---Dares he 
Preſume to preſs a ſecond interview? | 
Would he be ſeen again ?---He ſhall be ſeen ; 
But dead.—-I'Il puniſh the audacious ſlave, 
To teach the faithleſs fair to fee] my anger. 
Be ſtill, my tranſports ; violence is blind: 
I know my heart at once is fierce and weak 
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« I feel that I deſcend below myſelf ; 
* Zara can never juſtly be ſuſpected ; 
Her ſweetneſs was not formed to cover treaſon : 
Vet, Oſman muſt not ſtoop to woman's follies ; 
„Their tears, complaints, regrets, and reconcile- 
ments, 

“With all their light, capricious roll of changes, 
« Are arts too vulgar to be tried on me. 
It would become me better to reſume 
« The empire of my will.” Rather than fall 
Beneath myſelf, I muſt, how dear ſoc'er 
It coſts me, riſe—till I look down on Zara ! 
Away but mark me theſe ſeraglio doors, 
Againſt all Chriſtians be they henceforth ſhut, 
Cloſe as the dark retreats of ſilent death. 

[Exit Oraſmin. 
What have I done, juſt Heav'n ! thy rage to move, 
That thou ſnhouldſt fink me down, ſo low to love? 

[ Exit. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
— ener eene——— 


ZARA, DELIMA. 


Selima. 


An, Madam! how at once grieve your fate, 


And how admire your virtue! Heaven permits, 
D 
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And Heaven wall give you ſtrength, to bear misfor- 


tune; 
To break theſe chains, ſo ſtrong and yet ſo dear. 

Zur. Oh, that I could ſupport the fatal trnggle ! 

Sel. TH' Eternal aids your weakneſs, ſees your 

will, 
Directs your purpoſe, and rewards your ſorrows. 

Zar. Never had wretch more caufe to hope he 

does. 

Sel. What! tho' yon here no more behold your fa- 

ther ? 
There is a Father to be found above, 
Who can reſtore that father to his daughter. 

Zar. But I have planted pain in Ofman's boſom ; 
He loves me, even to death ! and 1 reward him 
With angatfh and deſpair. —How baſe! how cruel ! 
But I deferv'd him not; I ſhould have been 
Too happy, and the hand of Heav'n repell'd me. 

Sel. What ! will you then regret the glorious loſs, 
And hazard thus a vict'ry bravely won? 

Zar. Inhuman vit'ry !——thou doſt not know 
This love ſo pew'rful, this ſole joy of life, 20 
This firſt, beſt hope of earthly happineſs, 

Is yet leſs pow'rful in my Heart than Heaven! 
To him who made that heart I offer it ; 
There, there, I ſacrifice my bleeding paſſion ; 
I pour before him ev'ry guilty tear; 

I beg him to efface the fond impreſſion, 

And fill with his own image all my ſoul : 

But, while I weep and ſigh, repent and pray, 
Remembrance brings the object of my love, 
And ev'ry light illuſion floats before him, 
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I ſee, I hear him, and again he charms ! 

Fills my glad ſoul, and ſhines 'twixt me and Heav'n! 
Oh, all ye royal anceſtors ! Oh, father ! 

Mother! You Chriſtians, and the Chriſtians! God! 
You who deprive me of this gen'rous lover ! 

If you permit me not to live for him, 

Let me not live at all, and I am bleſs'd : 

« Let me die innocent; let his dear hand 

“ Cloſe the ſad eyes of her he ſtoop'd to lore, 


«& And 1 acquit my fate, and aſk no more. 40 
But he forgives me not——regardleſs now, 


« Whether, or how I live, or when I die. 
« He quits me, ſcorns me and I yet live on, 
« And talk of death as diſtant.” ———— 

Sel. Ah! deſpair not ; 
Truſt your eternal helper, and be happy. 

Zar. Why——-what has Oſman done, that he tos 

ſhould not ? 
Has Heaven ſo nobly form'd his heart to hate it: ? 
Gen'rous and juſt, beneficent and brave, 35 
Were he but Chriſtian——W hat can man be more:? 
I wiſh, methinks, this rev'rend prieft was come 
To free me from theſe doubts, which ſhake my ſoul : 
Yet know not why I ſhould not dare to hope, 
That Heav'n, whoſe mercy all confeſs and feet. 
Will pardon and approve th' alliance wiſh'd : 
Perhaps it ſeats me on the throne of Syria, 
To tax my pow'r for theſe good Chriſtians' comfort. 
Thou know 'ſ the mighty Saladine, who firſt 
Conquer'd this empire from my father's race, 
D 2 
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Who, like my Oſman charm'd th' admiring world, 
Drew breath, tho? Syrian, from a Chriſtian mother. 
Sel. What mean you, madam! Ah! you do not 
ſee — 
Zar. Yes, yes! ſee it all; I am not blind: 
I fee my country and my race condemn me; 
I ſee, that ſpite of all, I ſtill love Oſman. 
What if I now go throw me at his feet, 
And tell him there ſincerely what I am? 
Sel. Conſider that might coft your brother's life, 
Expoſe the Chriſtians, and betray you all. 
Zar. You do not know the noble heart of Oſman. 
Sel. I know him the protector of a faith, 
Sworn enemy to ours; — The more he loves, 
The leſs will he permit you to profeſs 
Opinions which he hates : to-night the prieſt, 
In private introduc'd, attends you here 
You promis'd him admiſhon 
Zar. Would I had not! 
I promis'd, too, to keep this fatal ſecret ; 
My father's urg'd command requir'd it of me; 
I muſt obey, all dangerous as it is; 80 
CompelPd to ſilence, Oſman is enrag'd, 
Suſpicion follows, and I loſe his love. 


Enter Os Man. 


Ofm. Madam! there was a time when my charm'd 
heart 


Made it a virtue to be loſt in love; 
When, without bluſhing, I indulg'd my flame, 
And every day ſtill made you dearer to me. 
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You taught me, madam, to believe my love 
Rewarded and return'd—nor was that hope, 
Methinks, too bold for reaſon. Emperors 
Who chooſe to ſigh devoted at the feet 
Of beauties, whom the world conceive their ſlaves, 
Have fortune's claim, at leaſt, to ſure ſucceſs ; 
But *twere prophane to think of power in love. 
Dear as my paſhon makes you, I decline 
Poſſeſſion of her charms, whoſe heart's another's, 
You will not find me a weak, jealous lover, 
By coarſe reproaches, giving pain to you, 
And ſhaming my own greatneſs—wounded deeply, 
Yet ſhunning and diſdaining low complaint, 
I come to tell you 
Zar. Give my trembling heart 
A moment's reſpite 
Oſm. That unwilling coldneſs 
« Is the juſt prize of your capricious lightneſs ; 
“ Your ready arts may ſpare the fruitleſs pains _ 
&« Of colouring deceit with fair pretences ; 
I would not wiſh to hear your ſlight excuſes : 
& I cheriſh ignorance, to ſave my bluſhes.” 
Oſman in every trial ſhall remember 
That he is emperor, — Whate'er I ſuffer, 
Tis due to honour that I give up you, 
And to my injur'd boſom take deſpair, 
Rather than ſhamefully poſleſs you ſighing, 
Convinc'd thoſe ſighs were never meant for me— 
Go, madam—you are free from Oſman's pow'r— 
Expect no wrongs, but ſee his face no more. 
Zar. At laſt, tis come —the fear'd, the murd'ring 
moment 
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Is come — and I am curs'd by earth and heaven! 
[Throws herſelf on the ground. 
If it is true that I am lov'd no more 120 
If you — 
Oſm. It is too true, my fame requires it; 
It is too true, that I unwilling leave you: 
That I at once renounce you and adore 
Zara! you weep ! | 
Zar. If I am doom'd to loſe you, 
If I muſt wander o'er an empty world, 
Unloving and unlov'd Oh! yet, do juſtice 
To the afflicted do not wrong me doubly : 
Puniſh me, if 'tis needful to your peace, 
But ſay not, I deſery'd it“ This, at leaſt, 
« Believe for not the greatneſs of your ſoul 
Js truth more pure and ſacted——-no regret 
« Can touch my bleeding heart, for I have loſt 
The rank of her you raiſe to ſhare your throne. 
„ I know I never ought to have been there; 
« My fate and my defects require I loſe you.” 
But ah ! my heart was never known to Oſman, 
May Heav'n that puniſhes for ever hate me, 
If I regret the loſs of aught but you. 
Ofm. Riſe “ rife, this means not love?“ 140 
« Zar. Strike— Strike me, Heaven!“ 
Oſm. What! is it love to force yourſelf to wound 
The heart you wiſh to gladden ? But I find 
Lovers leaſt know themſelyes ; for I believ'd, 
That I had taken back the power I gave you; 
Yet ſee - you did but weep, and have reſum'd me 
Proud as I am II muſt confeſs, one wiſh 
Evades my power——the bleſſing to forget you. 
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Zara—thy tears were form'd to teach diſdain, 
That ſoftneſs can diſarm it. Tis decreed. 
I muſt for ever love—but from what cauſe, 
It thy conſenting heart partakes my hires, 
Art thou reluctant to a bleſſing meant me? 
Speak ! © Is it levity——or, is it fear? 
Fear of a power that, but for bleſſing thee, 
Had, without joy, been painful.” —Is it artifice ? 
Oh ! ſpare the needleſs pains—Art was not made 
For Zara. Art, however innocent, 
Looks like deceiving I abhorr'd it ever. 
Zar. Alas! I have no art; not even enough 199 
To hide this love, and this diſtreſs you give me. 
O/m. New riddles | Speak with plainneſs to my 
ſoul ; 
What canſt thou mean ? 
Zar. I have na power ta ſpeak it. 
Om. Is it ſome ſecret dangerous to my ſtate ? 
Is it ſome Chriſtian plot grown ripe againſt me ? 
Zar. Lives there a wretch fo vile as to betray 
you | 
Oſman is bleſs'd beyond the reach of fear : 
Fears and misfortunes threaten only Zara. 
Oſm. Why threaten Zara? 
Zar. Permit me, at your feet, 
Thus trembling, to beſeech a favour from you. 


Oſm. A favour ! Oh, you guide the will of Oſman. . 


Zar. Ah! would to Heav'n our duties were 
united, 
« Firm as our thoughts and wiſhes!” But this day; 
But this one ſad, unhappy day, permit me, 
Alone, and far divided from your eye, 
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To cover my diſtreſs, leſt you, too tender, 
Should ſee and ſhare it with me from to-morrow, 


I will not have a thought conceal'd from you. 180 
« Om. What ſtrange diſquiet, from what ſtrange: 
cauſe ! 


« Zar. If I am really bleſs'd with Oſman's love, 
« He will not then refuſe this hamble prayer.” 

Om. If it muſt be, it muſt. —Be pleas'd, my will 
Takes purpoſe from your wiſhes ; and conſent 
Depends not on my choice, but your decree : 

Go but remember how he loves, who thus 
Finds a delight in pain, becauſe you give it. 

Zar. It gives me more than pain to make you 

feel it. | 

Oſm. And can you, Zara, leave me ? 

Zar. Alas! my lord! [Exit Zara, 

Ofm. [ Alone.) It ſhould be yet, methinks, too ſoon 

to fly me! 
Too ſoon, as yet, to wrong my eaſy faith. 
The more I think, the leſs I can conceive, 
What hidden cauſe ſhould raiſe ſuch ſtrange deſpair ! 
Now, when her hopes have wings, and every wiſh 
Is courted to be lively When I love, 
And joy and empire preſs her to their boſom ; 
When not alone belov'd, but ev'n a lover: 199 
« Profeſling and accepting; bleſs'd and bleſſing; 
« To ſee her eyes, through tears, ſhine myſtic love! 
« ?Tis madneſs ! and 1 were unworthy power, 
„To ſuffer longer the capricious inſult !?? 
Yet, was I blameleſs ?!-No—lI was too raſh ; 
1 have felt jealouſy, and ſpoke it to her; 


1 have diſtruſted her—and ſtill ſhe loves: 


Ou 
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Gen'rous atonement that! “ and 'tis my duty 

« To expiate, by a length of ſoft indulgence, 

“The tranſports of a rage, which ſtill was love. 

“ Henceforth, I never will ſuſpect her falſe; 
“Nature's plain power of charming dwells about her, 
* And innocence gives force to ev'ry word. 

I owe full confidence to all ſhe looks, 

“For in her eye ſhines truth, and ev'ry beam 

“ Shoots confirmation round her.“ -I remark'd, 
Ev'n while ſhe wept, her ſoul a thouſand times 
Sprung to her lips, and long'd to leap to mine, 

With honeſt, ardent utt'rance of her love. - 
Who can poſſeſs a heart ſo low, ſo baſe, 

To look ſuch tenderneſs, and yet have none? 220 


Enter MEtidor with Or asmin. 


Mel. This letter, great diſpoſer of the world ! 
Addreſs'd to Zara, and in private brought, 
Your faithful guards this moment intercepted, 
And humbly offer to your ſovereign eye. 
Oſm. Come nearer, give it me.— Lo Zara! - Riſe. 
Bring it with ſpeed Shame on your flattering 
diſtance- 


[ Advancing, and ſnatching the letter, 

Be honeſt—and approach me like a ſubject 
Who ſerves the prince, yet not forgets the man. 

Mel. One of the Chriſtian flaves, whom late your 

bounty | 

Releas'd from bondage, ſought with heedful guile, 
Unnotic'd to deliver it. Diſcover'd 
He waits, in chains, his doom from your decree, 
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Oſm. Leave me! I tremble, as if ſomething fatal 
Were meant me from this letter—ſhould 1 read it ? 
Oraſ. Who knows but it contains ſome happy truth 
That may remove all doubts, and calm your heart ? 
Oſm. Be it as 'twill—it ſhall be read—® my hands 
Have apprehenſion that out- reaches mine! 
* Why ſhould they tremble thus?“ “tis done 


and now, [ Opens the letter. 
Fate, be thy call obey'd—Oraſmin, mark— 240 


* There is a ſecret paſſage tow'rd the moſque 

That way you might eſcape j and unperceiv'd, 
Fly your obſervers, and fulfil our hope; 
\ Deſpiſe the danger, and depend on me, 


© Who wait you, but to die if you deceive.” 


Hell! tortures ! death! and woman !—What, 
Oraſmin ! 
Are we awake? Heardſt thou? Can this be Zara? 
Oraſ. Would I had loſt all ſenſe—for what I 
heard | 
Has cover'd my afflicted heart with horror. 
Oſin. Thou ſeeſt how I am treated! 
Oraſ. Monſtrous treaton ! 
To an affront like this you cannot——muſt not 
Remain inſenſible You, who but now, 
From the moſt flight ſuſpicion, felt ſuch pain, 
Muſt, in the horror of ſo black a guilt, 
Find an effectual cure, and baniſh love. 
Oſm. Seek her this inſtant—yo, Oraſmin, fly—- 
Shew her this letter—bid her read and tremble : 


er. 


40 
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Then, in the riſing horrors of her guilt, 
Stab her unfaithful breaſt, and let her die. 260 
Say, while thou ftrik'ſt—— Stay, ſtay, return and 
pity me; 
&« I will think firſt a moment Let that Chriſtian 
“ Be ftrait confronted with her—Stay—T will, 
„ I will—I know not what!“ Would I were 
dead ! 
Would I had dy'd, unconſcious of this ſhame ! 
Oraſ. Never did prince receive ſo bold a wrong, 
Oſm. See here detected this infernal ſecret ! 
This fountain of her tears, which my weak heart 
Miſtook for marks of tenderneſs and pain ! 
Why! what a reach has woman to deceive ! 
Under how fine a veil of grief and fear 
Did ſhe propoſe retirement ?till to-morrow ! 
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And I, blind dotard ! gave the fool's conſent, 


Sooth'd her, and ſuffer'd her to go! — She parted, 
Diſſolv'd in tears; and parted to betray me 
« Oraſ. Reflection ſerves but to confirm her guilt, 
« At length reſume yourſelf ; awaken thought ; 
« Afﬀert your greatneſs ; and reſolve like Oſman. 
« Oſm, Nereſtan, too—Was this the boaſted ho- 
nour 
1 Of that proud Chriſtian, whom Jeruſalem 280 
© Grew loud in praiſing ! whole half envy'd virtue 
« I wonder*dat myſelf; and felt diſdain 
1 To be but equal to a Chriſtian's greatneſs ! 
& And does he thank me thus; baſe infidel ! 
“ Honeſt, pretending, pious, praying villain ? 
&« Yet Zara is a thouſand times more baſe, 
„More hypocrite, than he? A ſlave! a wretch ! 


68 ZARA. Acr IV. 


“So low, ſo loft, that even the vileſt labours, 
& Tn which he lay condemn'd, could never ſink him 
« Beneath his native infamy —— Did ſhe not know 
% What I have done, what ſuffer'd for her ſake ?” 
Oraf. Could you, my gracious lord ! forgive my 
zeal, 
You would 
Oſin. I know it—thou art right—Pll ſee her 
I'll tax her in thy preſence ;—V 1! upbraid her 
I'll let her learn—Go--find, and bring her to me. 
* Oraſ. Alas, my lord! diforder'd as you are, 
* What can you wiſh to ſay? 
m. I know not, now— 


«© But I reſolve to ſee her—leſt ſhe think 300 
Her falſehood has, perhaps, the power to grieve 
me. 


Oraſ. Believe me, ſi ir, your threat'nings, your 


complaints, 
What will they all produce, but Zara's tears 
To quench this fancy'd anger! Your loſt heart, 
Seduc'd againſt itſelf, will ſearch but reaſons 
To juſtify the guilt, which gives it pain : 
Rather conceal from Zara this diſcovery ; 
And let ſome truſty ſlave convey the letter, 
Reclos'd to her own hand—then ſhall you learn, 
Spite of her frauds, diſguiſe, and artifice, 
The firmneſs, or abaſement of her ſoul. 
Oſm. Thy counſel charms me! We'll about it 
now. | | 
„ Twill be ſome recompence, at leaſt, to fee 
„Her bluſhes when detected. 
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6 Oraſ. Oh, my lord! 
&« T doubt you in the trial for your heart. — 
“ O/m. Diſtruſt me not—my love, indeed, is 
weak, 
ay « But honour and diſdain more ſtrong than Zara.” 
Here, take this fatal letter—chuſe a ſlave 
Whom yet ſhe never ſaw, and who retains 320 
His tried fidelity—Difpatch—begone-—— j 
[Exit Oraſmin. 
Now, whither ſhall I turn my eyes and ſteps, 
The ſureſt way to ſhun her: and give time 
For this diſcovering trial? =— Heav'n! ſhe's here! 


C Enter LARA. 


ve So, Madam ! fortune will befriend my cauſe, 


And free me from your fetters.—You are met 
Moft aptly, to diſpel a new-ris'n doubt, 
That claims the fineſt of your arts to gloſs it. 
Unhappy each by other, it is time 
To end our mutual pain, that both may reſt : 
You want not generoſity, but love; 
My pride forgotten, my obtruded throne, 
My favours, cares, reſpect, and tenderneſs, 
Tonching your gratitude, provok'd regard; 
Till, by a length of benefits beſieg'd, 
Your heart ſubmitted, and you thought *twas love : 
But you deceiv'd yourſelf and injur'd me. 
There is, I'm told, an object more deſerving 
Your love than Oſman——T would know his name: 
Be juſt, nor trifle with my anger: tell me 340 
Now, while expiring pity ſtruggles faint ; 


ur 


it 
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While I have yet, perhaps, the pow'r to pardon : 

Give up the bold invader of my claim, 

And let him die to ſave thee. Thou art known; 

Think and reſolve—While I yet ſpeak, renounce 
him ; 

While yet the thunder rolls ſuſpended, ſtay it; 

Let thy voice charm me, and recall my ſoul, 

That turns averſe, and dwells no more on Zara. 

Zar. Can it be Oſman ſpeaks, and ſpeaks to Zara ? 

Learn, crucl ? learn, that this aflited heart, 

This heart which Heav'n delights to prove by tor- 
tures, 

Did it not love, has pride and power to ſhun you. 

* Alas! you will not know me ! What have I 

To fear, but that unhappy love you queſtion ? 

* That love which only could outweigh the ſhame 

« I feel, while I deſcend to weep my wrongs.” 

I know not whether Heav'n, that frowns upon me, 

Has deſtin'd my unhappy days for yours; 

But, be my fate or bleſs'd or curs'd, I ſwear 

By honour, dearer ev'n than life or love, 360 

Could Zara be but miſtreſs of herſelf, 

She would, with cold regard, look down on kings, 

And, you alone excepted, fly *em all. 

„Would you learn more, and open all my heart? 

Know then, that, ſpite of this renew'd injuſtice, 

& do not—cannot with to love you leſs : 

That, long before you look'd fo low as Zara 

She gave her heart to Oſman; yours, before 

«© Your benefits had bought her, or your eye 

Had thrown diſtinction round her; never had, 

„Nor ever will acknowledge other lover: — 
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And to this ſacred truth, atteſting Heaven, 
I call thy dreadful notice! If my heart 
Deſerves reproach, tis for, but not from Oſman. 
Oſm. * What! does ſhe yet preſume to ſwear ſin- 
cerity !” 
Oh, boldneſs of unbluſhing perjury ! 
Had I not ſeen z had I not read ſuch proof 
Of her light falſhood as extinguiſh'd doubt, 
I could not be a man, and not believe her. 
Zar. Alas, my lord! what cruel fears have ſeiz'd 
you ? 380 
What harſh, myſterious words were thoſe I heard ? 
O/m. What fears ſhould Oſman feel, ſince Zara 
loves him ? | 
Zar. I cannot live and anſwer to your voice 
In that reproachful tone; your angry eye 
Trembles with fury while you talk of love. 
Oſm. Since Zara loves him! 
Zar. Is it poſſible 
Oſman ſhould diſbelieve it Again, again 
Your late-repented violence returns 
Alas ! what killing frowns you dart againſt me ! 
Can it be kind ? Can it be juſt to doubt me ? 
Oſm. No! I can doubt no longer---You may retire. 
| [ Exit Zara. 


> DO ͥ W ů - — — — 


Re- enter ORASs MIN. 


Oraſmin, ſhe's perfidious, even beyond 

Her ſex's undiſcover'd power of ſeeming ; 

« She's at the topmoſt point of ſhameleſs artifice ; 
An empreſs at deceiving ! Soft and eaſy, 


72 ZARA. 
* Deſtroying like a plague, in calm tranquility : 
& She's innocent ſhe ſwears---ſo is the fire; 
* It ſhines in harmleſs diſtance, bright and pleaſing, 
% Conſuming nothing till it firſt embraces.” 400 
Say; haſt thou choſen a ſlave ?---Is he inſtructed? 
Haſte to detect her vileneſs and my wrongs. 

Oraſ. Punctual I have obey'd your whole com- 

mand : 

But have you arm'd, my lord, your injur'd heart, 
With coldneſs and indifference ! Can you hear, 
All painleſs and unmov'd the falſe one's ſhame ? 

Oſm. Oraſmin, I adore her more than ever. 

Oraf. My lord! my emperor ! forbid it, Heaven! 
Oſm. I have diſcern'd a gleam of diſtant hope; 
This hateful Chriſtian, the light growth of France, 

« Proud, young, vain, amorous, conceited, raſh, 

« Has miſconceiv'd ſome charitable glance, 

And judg'd it love in Zara: he alone, 

„Then, has offended me. Is it her fault, 

If thoſe ſhe charms are indiſcreet and daring ? 

Zara, perhaps, expected not this letter; 

« And I, with raſhneſs groundleſs as its writer's, 

„Took fire at my own fancy, and have wrong'd 
her.” 

Now hear me with attention---Soon as night 

Has thrown her welcome ſhadows o'er the palace ; 


When this Nereſtan, this ungrateful Chriſtian, 421 


Shall lurk in expectation near our walls, 

Be watchful that our guards ſurprize and ſeize him; 

Then, bound in fetters and o'erwhelm'd with 
ſhame, 

Conduct the daring traitor to my preſence ;--- 
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But, above all, be ſure you hurt not Zara; 

Mindful to what ſupreme exceſs I love. [Exit Oraſ. 
On this laſt trial all my hopes depend ; 

Prophet, for once thy kind aſſiſtance lend, 

Diſpel the doubts that rack my anxious breaſt, 

If Zara's innocent, thy Oſman's bleſt. [ Exit. 


2 —ů—— 


ACT V. SCENE TI. 


— 


ZARA and SELIMA. 


Zara. 


900TH me no longer, with this vain deſire; 
To a recluſe like me, who dares henceforth 
Preſume admiſhon ! the ſeraglio's ſhut—— 
Barr'd and impaſſable——as death to time ! 
My brother ne'er muſt hope to ſee me more: 
How now ! what unknown ſlave accoſts us here? 


Enter MLipo. 


Mel. This letter, truſted to my hands, receive, 
In ſecret witneſs I am wholly yours. 


[ Zara reads the letter, 


Sel. [ Afide.] Thou everlaſting ruler of the world! 
Shed thy wiſh'd mercy on our hopeleſs tears; 
Redeem us from the hands of hated infidels, 

And ſave my princeſs from the breaſt of Oſman. 


— — 


—— 


Zar. I wiſh, my friend, the comfort of your counſel. 
Sel. Retire---you ſhall be call'd wait near Go, 


Act v. 


leave us. [ Exit Mel. 
Zar. Read this, and tell me what I ought to an- 
{wer ; 


For I would gladly hear my brother's voice. 
Sel. Say rather you would hear the voice of Heav'n. 
*Tis not your brother calls you, but your God. 
Zar. I know it, nor reſiſt his awful will; 
Thou know'ſt that 1 have bound my ſoul by oath; 20 
But can I---ought 1--to engage myſelf, 
My brother, and the Chriſtians, in this danger ? 
Sel. *Tis not their danger that alarms your fears ; 
Your love ſpeaks loudeſt to your ſhrinking foul ; 
5 I know your heart of ſtrength to hazard all, 
“ But it has let in traitors, who ſurrender 
“ On poor pretence of ſafety :—Learn at leaſt, 
« To underſtand the weakneſs that deceives you 
« You tremble to offend your haughty lover, 
« Whom wrongs and outrage but endear the more ; 
% Yes—you are blind to Oſman's cruel nature, 
« That Tartar's fierceneſs, that obſcures his boun- 
ties; 
This tyger, ſavage in his tendernefs, 
Courts with contempt, and threatens amidſt ſoftneſs ; 
Yet, cannot your neglected heart efface 
His fated, fix'd impreſhon 
Zar. What reproach 
Can I with juſtice make him "I indeed, 
| Have given him cauſe to hate me 
Was not his throne, was not his temple ready? 40 
Did he not court his ſlave to be a queen, 
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And have not I declin'd it II who ought 
To tremble, conſcious of affronted power 
Have not I triumph'd o'er his pride and love? 
Seen him ſubmit his own high will to mine, 
And ſacrifice his wiſhes to my weakneſs ? 

Sel. Talk we no more of this unhappy paſſion : 
What reſolution will your virtue take ? 

Zar. All things combine to fink me to defpair : 
From the ſeraglio death alone will free me. 
long to fee the Chriſtians happy climes ; 
Yet in the moment, while I form that prayer, 
I figh a ſecret wiſh to languiſh here. 
How ſad a ſtate is mine! my reſtleſs ſoul 
All ign'rant what to do, or what to wiſh ? 
My only perfect ſenſe is that of pain. 
Oh, guardian Heay'n ! protect my brother's life, 
For I will meet him, and fulfil his prayer: 
Then, when from Solyma's unfriendly walls, 
His abſence ſhall unbind his fiſter's tongue, Go 
Oſman ſhall learn the ſecret of my birth, 
My faith unſhaken, and my deathleſs love; 
He will approve my choice, and pity me. 
I'll ſend my brother word he may expect me. 
Call in the faithful flave—God of my fathers! 

. FExitSelima. 

Let thy hand fave me, and thy will direct. 


Enter StELIMA and MeEtiDOR, 


Go——tell the Chriſtian who intruſted thee, 
That Zara's heart is fix'd, nor ſhrinks at danger; 
And that my faithful friend will, at the hour, 
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Expect, and introduce him to his wiſh. 
Away the Sultan comes; he muſt not find us, 
[ Exeunt Zara and Selima. 


Act v. 


Enter Os Ax and ORASs MIN. 


Oſm. Swifter, ye hours, move on; my fury glows 
Impatient, and would puſh the wheels of time. 
How now! What meſſage doſt thou bring? Speak 
boldly— 
What anſwer gave ſhe to the letter ſent her ? 
Mel. She bluſh'd and trembl'd, and grew pale, and 
paus'd. 
Then bluſh'd, and read it; and again grew pale; 
And wept, and ſmil'd, and doubted, and reſolv'd: 
For after all this race of varied paſhons, | 
When ſhe had ſent me out, and call'd me back, 80 
Tell him (ſhe cry'd) who has intruſted thee, 
That Zara's heart is fix*d, nor ſhrinks at danger ; 
And that my faithful friend will, at the hour, 
Expect, and introduce him to his wiſh. 
Ohm. Enough—begone—-T have no ear for more.— 
[To the ſlave, 
13 me, thou too, Oraſmin.— Leave me, life, 
[To Oraſmin. 
For ev'ry mortal aſpect moves my hate: 
Leave me to my diſtraction I grow mad, 
And cannot bear the viſage of a friend. 
Leave me to rage, deſpair, and ſhame, and wrongs : 
Leave me to ſeek myſel. and ſhun mankind.” 
5 [Exit Oraſmin. 
Who am TI ?—Heav'n! Who am I? What reſolve !? 
Zara! Nereſtan ! ſound theſe words' like names 
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Decreed to join ?—Why pauſe I ?—Periſh Zara 


Would 1 could tear her image from my heart : 

« *Twere happier not to live at all, than live 
“Her ſcorn, the ſport of an ungrateful falſe one! 
« And fink the ſov'reign in a woman's property.“ 


Re-enter OR As MIN. 


Oraſmin ! Friend! return, I cannot bear 
This abſence from thy reaſon : twas unkind, 100 
Twas cruel to obey me, thus diſtreſs'd, 
And wanting pow'r to think, when 1 had loſt thee. 
How goes the hour? Has he appear'd, this rival ? 
Periſh the ſhameful ſound——This villain Chriſtian ! 
Has he appear'd below ? | 
Oraſ. Silent and dark, 
Th' unbreathing world is huſh'd, as if it heard, 
And liſtened to your ſorrows. 
Oſm. Oh, treach'rous night! 
Thou lend'ſt thy ready veil to ev? ry treaſon, 
And teeming miſchiefs thrive beneath thy ſhade. 
„ Oraſmin, prophet, reaſon, truth, and love! 
« After ſuch length of benefits, to wrong me ! 
% How have I over-rated, how miſtaken, 
Ahe merit of her beauty Did I not 
Forget I was a monarch ? Did 1 remember 
„That Zara was a flave ? I gave up all ; 
Gave up tranquility, diſtinction, pride, 
And fell the ſhameful victim of my love 
« Oraſ. Sir, Sovereign, Sultan, my Imperial 
Maſter! 120 
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* Reflect on your own greatneſs, 
The diftant provocation.“ 
n. Hark! Heardſt thou nothing? 
Oraſ. My lord ! 
Oſm. A voice, like dying groans! 
Oraſ. I liſten, but can hear nothing. 
Oſm. Again!—look ont — he comes 
Oraſ. Nor tread of mortal foot nor voice I hear: 

The ſtill ſeraglio lies, profoundly plung'd 

In death. like ſilence! nothing ſtirs.— The air 

Is Toft, as infant ſleep, no breathing wing 

Steals through the ſhadows, to awaken night. 

Oſm. Horrors a thouſand times more dark than 
theſe, | 

Benight my ſuff*ring ſoul —— Thou doſt not know 

To what exceſs of tenderneſs J lov'd her: 

I knew no happineſs, but what ſhe gave me, 

Nor ould have felt a mis'ry but for her! 

Pity this weakneſs mine are tears, Oraſmin, 

That fall not oft, nor lightly.—— 

Oraſ. Tears! Oh, Heaven! 140 
* Ofm. The firſt which ever yet unmann'd my 
eyes! 

Oh! pity Zara——pity me Oraſmin, 

* 'Theſe but forerun the tears of deftin'd blood.“ 
Oraſ. Oh, my unhappy lord !—1 tremble for you 
Oſm. Do—tremble at my ſufferings, at my love; 

At my revenge too, tremble for *tis due, 

And will not be deluded. 

Oraſ. Hark! I hear 
| The ſteps of men, along the neighb'ring wall! 
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n. Fly —ſeize him tis Nereſtan! Wait no 
chains, 


| But drag him down to my impatient eye, 


Enter ZARA and S£lima, in the dark. 


Zar. Where art thou, Selima? Give me thy hand. 
| tt is ſo dark, I tremble as 1 ſtep, 
With fears and ſtartings, never felt till now! 
Ofm. Damnation! 'tis her voice! the well-known 


: found, 


| That has ſo often charm'd me into baſeneſs ! 
« Oh, the perfidious hypocrite !--—he goes 


To meet th' inviting infidel now, now,” 


[ Drawing a dagger. 
Revenge, ſtand firm, and intercept his wiſhes;— 
Revenge! On whom —No matter Earth and 
Heaven 160 
Would bluſh, ſhould I forbear: now— Zara, now! 
[ Drops the Dagger. 
I muſt not, cannot ſtrike, the ſtarting ſteel, 
Unwilling, flies my hand, and ſhuns to wound her. 
Zar. This is the private path—come nearer, lead 
me — 
Are we not notic'd, think'ſt thou? 
Sel, Fear not, madam; 
It cannot now be long, ere we ſhall meet him. 
Oſm. That word has given me back my ebbing 
rage | 
[ Recovers the dagger. 
Zar. I walk in terror, and my heart forebodes. 
Who's there ?---Nereſtan! Is it you ?---O welcome 


80 
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- Oſm. [ Stabbing her.] This to thy heart — Tis Þ 


not the traitor meets thee, 
"Tis the betray'd—who writes it in thy blood. 
Zar. Oh, gracious Heaven! receive my parting 


ſoul, 
And take thy trembling ſervant to thy mercy 


[ Dies. 


On. Soul chen revenge has reach'd thee—I will 


now 

Haſte from this fatal place I cannot 3 her! 
Whom did 1 ſtrike? Was this the act of love? 
Swallow me, earth She's filent---Zara's dead! 


And ſhould I live to ſee returning day, 79 


Twill ſhew me but her blood !---ſhew me left joy- 


leſs, 
In a wide, empty world, with nothing round me, 
But penitence and pain---And yet, twas juſt :--- 
Hark ! Deſtiny has ſent her lover to me, 
To fill my vengeance, and reftore my joy. 


Enter Orxasmin with NERESTAN. 


Approach, thou wretch! thou more than curs'd! come 
near 
Thou who, in gratitude tor freedom gain'd, 
Haſt giv'n me miſeries beyond thy own! 
Thou heart of hero with a traitor's ſoul ! 
*« Go—reap thy due reward, prepare to ſuffer, 
“% Whate'er inventive malice can infli&, 
* To make thee feel thy death, and periſh flow. " 
Are my commands obey'd ? 

Oraſ. All is prepar'd. 
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Oſm. Thy wanton eyes look round, in ſearch of her 
Whoſe love, deſcending to a ſlave like thee, 
From my diſhonour'd hand receiv'd her doom. 
See ! where ſhe lieg—— 

Ner. Oh, fatal, raſh miſtake ! 

Oſm. Doſt thou behold her, ſlave ? 


Ner. Unhappy ſiſter ! | 200 
Oſm. Siſter !——Didſt thou ſay ſiſter? If thou 
didſt, | 


| Bleſs me with deafaeſs, Heaven! 


” She was my ſiſter 
Diſpatch From my diſtracted heart drain next 


Ner. Tyrant! I did—— 
All that now is left thee, 


The remnant of the royal Chriſtian blood : 
Old Luſignan, expiring in my arms, 

Sent his too wretched ſon, with his laſt bleſſing, 
To his now murder'd daughter !—— 

| Would 1 had ſeen the bleeding innocent! 

l would have liv'd to ſpeak to her in death 


Would have awaken'd in her languid heart, 


A livelier ſenſe of her abandon'd God: 


: | That God, who left by her, forſook her too, 


0 


And gave the poor loſt ſufferer to thy rage. 
Oſm. Thy fiſter!---Lufignan her father---Selima ! 
Can this be true and have I wrong'd thee, Zara? 
Sel. Thy love was all the cloud, *twixt her and 


Heav'n! 
Oſm. Be dumb for thou art baſe, to add diſtrac- 
tion 
To my already more than bleeding heart. 220 


And was thy love ſincere ?---What then remains? 
E 
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Ner. Why ſhould a tyrant heſitate on murder! 
There now remains but mine, of all the blood 
Which, through thy father's cruel reign and thine, 
Has never ceas'd to ſtream on Syria's ſands. 
Reſtore a wretch to his unhappy race 
Nor hope that torments, after ſuch a ſcene, 

Can force one feeble groan to feaſt thy anger. 

I waſte my fruitleſs words in empty air; 

The tyraat, o'er the bleeding wound he made, 

Hangs his unmoving eye, and heeds not me. 

Oſm. Oh, Zara !—— 

Oraſ. Alas, my lord, return---whither would grief 
Tranſport your gen'rous heart This Chriſtian 

dog 

Oſm. Take off his fetters, and obſerve my vill: 
To him, and all his friends, give inſtant liberty : 
Pour a profuſion of the richeſt gifts 
On theſe unhappy Chriſtians ; and when heap'd 
With vary'd benefits, and charg'd with riches, 

Give 'em ſafe conduct to the neareſt port. 240 
Oraſ. But, Sir | | 
Oſm. Reply not, but obey. 

Fly—nor diſpute thy maſter's laſt command, 

Thy prince, who orders—and thy friend, who loves 

thee ! 

Go—loſe no time---farewell---begone---and thou! 

Unhappy warrior—yet leſs loft than 1 

Haſte from our bloody land—and to thy own, 

Convey this poor, pale object of my rage. 

'Thy king, and all his Chriſtians, when they hear 

Thy miſcries, ſhall mourn *em with their tears; 

But, if thou tell'ſt em mine, and tell'ſtꝰ em truly, 


140 


ves 
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They who ſhall hate my crime, ſhall pity me. 
Take, too, this poniard with thee, which my hand 
Has ſtain'd with blood far dearer than my own; 
Tell 'em with this I murder'd her I lov'd ; 
The nobleſt and moſt virtuous among women ! 
The ſoul of innocence, and pride of truth : 
Tell 'em I laid my empire at her feet: 
Tell 'em I plung'd my dagger in her blood; 
Tell 'em, I ſo ador'd and thus reyeng'd her. 260 
[ Stabs himſelf. 
Rev'rence this hero and conduct him ſafe. [ Dies, 
Ner. Direct me, great inſpirer of the ſoul ! 
How ſhould I act, how judge in this diſtreſs ? 
Amazing grandeur ! and deteſted rage ! 
Ev'n I, amidſt my tears, admire this foe, 
And mourn his death, who liy'd to give me woe. | 
| [Exeunt omnes. 


E 2 


EPILOGUE. 


rr — — 


Hexr, take a ſurſeit, Sirs, of being jealous, | 
And ſhun the pains that plague thoſe Turkiſh fellows : 
Where love and death join hands, their darts confounding 
Save us, good Heaven, from this new way of wounding. 
Curs'd climate ! where to cards a lone-left woman 

Has only one of her black guards to ſummon ! 

Sighs, and fits mop d, with her tame beaſt to gaze at : 
And that cold treat, is all the game ſhe plays at ! 

For, ſhould ſhe once ſome abler hand be trying, 
Poniard's the word ! and the firſt deal is —dying ! 


*Shfe ! fhou'd the bloody whim get ground in Britain, 
Where woman's freedom has ſuch heights to ſit on; 
Dagger, provok'd, would bring on deſolation © 
And murder'd belles unpeople half the nation ! 


Fain would I hope this play, to move compaſſion 3 
And live to hunt ſuſpicion out of faſhion. 
Four motives flrongly recommend the lover's 


Hate of this weakneſs that our ſcene diſcovers. 


Firſt then—A woman will, or wwon't——depend on't. 
If ſhe will do't, ſhe will :—and, there's an end on t. 
But, if ſhe won't— ſince ſafe and ſound your truſt is, 
Fear is affront : and jealouſy injuſtice. 


Next,-—he who bids his dear do evhat ſhe pleaſes, 
Blunts wwedlock's edge; and all its torture eaſes : 
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86 EPILOGUE. 


For —not to feel your ſufſ® rings, is the ſame 
As not to ſuffer :——All the di rence ame. 


Thirdly——T he jealous huſband wrongs his honour ; 
No wife goes lame, without ſome hurt upon her : 
And the malicious world will flill be guęſſing, 

IV ho oft dines out, diſliles her own cook's dreſſing. 


Fourth and laftly,—to conclude my lecture, 
If you would fix the inconſtant wife—reſped her. 
She who percei ves her virtues over-rated, 
Will fear to have the account more juſtly flated : 
And borrowing, from her pride, the good wife's ſceming, 
Grow really ſuch—to merit your eftceming. 
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ok, 
INTERLUDES, 
DESIGNED TO BE SUNG BETWEEN THE ACTS OF 


ZARA. 


PROLOGUE. 


By Mr. BrARD, and Mrs. CLI VE from oppoſite entrances. 


She. SO, Sir, — you're a man of your word. 
He. IW ho would break it, when ſummon'd by you ? 
She. Very fine that hut pray have you heard, 
What it is you are ſummon d to do? 
He. Not a word but expefed to ſee 
Something new in the muſical way. 
She. Why, this author has caſt you and me, 
As a Prologue, it ſeems, to his play. 
He. What then is its tuneful name, 
Robinhood of the Greenwood tree ? 
Or what good old ballad of fame 
Has he built into tra-ge-dy ? 
She. Tho? he rails againſt ſongs, he thought fit, 
Moſt gravely to urge and implore us, 
In aid of his tragical æuit, 
To ered ourſelves into a Horus? [ Laughing. 
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She. 


And, gentlemen, 10 


PROLOGUE. 


» A Chorus ! what's that—a compoſing 


Of groans, to the rants of his madneſs © 


No he hinders the boxes from dozing, 


By mixing ſome ſpirit with ſadneſs. 


So then — lis our taſk, I ſuppoſe, 


To ſing ſober ſenſe into reliſh. 


' Strike up, at each tragical cloſe, 


And unheeded moral embolliſb. 


« *T was the cuſtom, you know, once in Greece, 


And if here "tis not witty, tis new. 


Mell then, when you find an af ceaſe, 
[Turning to the Boxes, 


Tremble ladies —— 
[ To the men, 
FI give not the beaux good advice, [| Merrily. 


Let me dwindle to recitative ! 


Vor will I to the belles be more nice, 


When I catch em, but here, to receive. 


I there's ought to be learnt from the play, 


I fhall fit in a nook, here, behind, 


Popping out in the gcod ancient way, 
Now and then, with a piece of my mind. 


But ſuppaſe, that no mora' ſhould riſe, 


Worth the ears of the brave or the fair ] 
Why, well then give the word—and adviſe——= 
Face about, and ſland all as ye were, 


AFTER THE FIRST ACT. 


—— — 


Song in Duet. 


He. Tas Sultan's a bridegroom the ſlaves are ſet 
free. 
And none muſt preſume to wear fetters but he! 
Before honey-moon, 
Love's fiddle's in tune; 
So we think (filly ſouls 1) *tis always to be: 
For the man that is blind—how ſhould he foreſee ! 
She. J hate theſe hot blades, who ſo fiercely begin; 
To baulk a rais'd hope is a cowardly fin ! 
The maid that is wiſe, let her always procure 
Rather a grave than a ſpirited woer : 
What ſhe loſes at breakfaſt, at ſupper ſhe'll win. 
But your amorous violence never endures : 
For to dance without doors 
Is the way to be weary, before we get in. 
He. Pray how does it happen, that paſſion ſo gay, 
Blooms, fades, and falls away, 
Like the roſe of this morn, that at night muſt decay ? 
| Woman, I fear, 
Does one thing appear, 


But is found quite another, when look'd on too near. 


She. Ah—no— 
Not—ſfo— 
Tis the fault of you men, who, with flames of deſire 
Set your palates on fire, 
And dream not, that eating—wil appetite tire; 
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So reſolve in your heat, 
To do nothing, but cat, 
Till, alas! on a ſudden—you ſleep o'er your meat. 
Therefore, learn, O ye fair 
He. And, you lovers, take care 
She. That you truſt not before- hand 
He. That you truſt not at all. 
She. Man was born to deceive. 
He. Woman form'd to believe. 
Both. Truſt not one of us all! 


For to ſtand on ſure ground is the way not to fall. 


— 


— 


_— 
* 


— — — . ů — _ 


AFTER THE SECOND ACT. 
— —————m————_— 


Mrs. Cuivs (ſola) to a flute, 


I. 


On, jealouſy ! thou bane of bleeding love? 
Ah, how unhappy we! 
Doom'd by the partial powers above, 
Eternal ſlaves to thee ! 
Not more unſtaid than lovers? hearts the wind! 
This moment dying—and the next unkind. 
Ah! wavering, weak deſires of frail mankind ! 
With pleading paſhon ever to purſue, 
Yet triumph, only to undo. 


II. 
Go to the deeps, below, thou joyleſs fiend, 
And never riſe again to ſow deſpair ! 


8 
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OR, INTERLUDES. 91 


Nor you, ye heedleſs fair, occaſions lend, 
To blaſt your blooming hopes, and bring on care, 
Never conclude your innocence ſecure, 
Prudence alone makes love endure. 
[As ſhe is going off, he meets her, and pulls her back, 
detaining her, while he ſings what follows. 
Ile. Ever, ever, doubt the fair in ſorrow, 
Mourning, as if they felt compaſſion : 
Yet what they weep for to-day—to-morrow, 
They'll be firſt to laugh into faſhion. 
None are betray'd, if they truſt not the charmer ; 
Jealouſy guards the weak from falling ; 
Would you never catch—you muſt oft alarm her, 
Hearts to deceive is a woman's calling. 
[Aſier the ſong, he lets her go, and they join in a duet. 
She. Come let us be friends, and no longer abuſe, 
Condemn, and accuſe, 


Each other. 
He. Would you have us agree, you muſt fairly 
confels, 
The love we careſs, 
We ſmother. 
She. I am loth to think that 
He. Vet, you know, it is true; 
She. Well —what if I do, 
No matter. 
He. Could you teach us a way to love on, without 
ſtrife ? | 


She, Suit the firſt part of life 
To the latter, 
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He. *Tis an honeſt advice; for when love is new 
blown, 
Gay colours are ſhown, 
Too glaring. 
$he. Then alas, for poor wives !—comes a bluſtring 
day, 
And blows 'em away, 
Moſt ſcaring ! 


— 
— — = — — _ —_— 
— — 
— 


AFTER THE THIRD ACT. 


— — — —— 


By Mr. BrARD alone. 


Maxx, oh, ye beauties ! gay, and young, 

Mark the painful woes and weeping, 
That from forc*d concealment ſprung, 

Puniſh the fin of ſecret-keeping. 
Tell then—nor veil a willing heart, 

When the lover, lov'd alarms it ; 
But—to ſooth the pleaſing ſmart, 

Whiſper the glowing wiſh that warms it. 
She that would hide the gentle flame, 

Does but teach her hope to languiſh; 
She that boldly tells her aim, 

Flies from the path that leads to anguiſh. 
Not that too far your truſt ſhould go ; 

All that you ſay—to all diſcover ; 
All that you do but two ſhould know, 

One of 'em you, and one your lover. 


[ She meets him going off. 


She 


Th 


Ne 


OR, INTERLUDES. T 


She. Ah! man, thou wert always a traitor, — 


Thou giv'ſ thy advice to betray; 
Ah! form'd for a rover by nature, 

Thou leader of love the wrong way. 
Would women let women adviſe them, | 

They could not ſo eaſily ſtray, 
Tis truſting to lovers ſupplies em 

With will and excuſe to betray. 
She's ſafe, who, in guard of her paſſion, 

Far, far, from confeſſing her pain, 
Keeps ſilence, in ſpite of the faſhion, 

Nor ſuffers her eyes to explain. 


AFTER THE FOURTH ACT. 


— 


Duet. 


She. Wert, what do you think of theſe ſorrows 
and joys, 
Theſe calms, and theſe whirlwinds—this ſilence and + 
noiſe? 
Which love, in the boſom of man, employs ? 
He. For my part, would lovers be govern'd by me, 
Not one of you women ſo wiſh'd-for ſhould be. 
Since here we a proof of your miſchief ſee. 
She. Why, what would you do to eſcape the diſtreſs? 


He. I would do—I would do—by my ſoul I can't 


gueſs— | 
She. Poor wretch, by my ſoul, I imagin'd no leſs. 
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Come, come—let me tell you, theſe tempeſts of love, 
Did but blow up defire, its briſkneſs to prove, 

Which elſe would—you know—too lazily move. 
Were women like logs of a make to lie ſtill, 

Men would ſleep and grow dull-—but our abſolute will 
Sets life all a whirling, like wheels in a mill. 

He. Ambition in woman, like valour in man, 

Tempts danger— from which they'd be ſafe if they 
ran: | 
And once get em in—get em out how you can. 
She. Pray, what will you give me to teach you the 
trick, 
To keep your wife pleas'd, either healthy or ſick ? 

He. The man who hits that, ſure, muſt touch to 

the quick! 

She. Learn this - and depend on a life without pain, 
Say nothing to vex her, yet let her complain; 
Submit to your fate—and diſturb not her reign : | 
Be mop'd when ſhe's ſad—and be pleas'd when ſhe's 

. a , 
Believe fag and truſt her—and give her—her way: 
For want of this rule - there's the devil to pay. 
Both. For want of this rule—there's the devil to 


pay. 


THE ENDL 
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